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The First Day OF School 


Author's Notes: 

Disclaimer- | do not own any of the members of Mötley Crue or any other famous people you might 
recognize. | only own Marissa, her plot, and her band. Also the timeline of things and when they cane out might 
be a little messed up, but nothing major. (Just little stuff like the year the Sex Pistols came out) 


Idaho - 1913 

Marissa's POV: 

| woke up to birds chirping loudly outside my window, and my mom yelling for me. 

"Marissa! Wake up! It's time to get ready for school!" My mom yelled from outside my bedroom door. 
"Yeah yeah.." | grumbled. "Coming mom" | groaned and rolled off my bed. 


| grabbed my Sex Pistols shirt from the other day, my ripped jeans, and a pair of socks, along with my 


underwear and got dressed. | did my makeup then went downstairs. 
"Is there any coffee left?" | asked my mom as | walked into the kitchen. 


"Yeah, there should be some in the pot." My mom replied. She sighed as she eyed my outfit. "Honey, you need 
to get to school or you'll be late." | nodded. "Ok, Mom." 


On the way to school, | grabbed a pack of smokes from behind the rock that | hid them behind. If | had them 


on me and my parents saw they would've busted my ass. 


So here | am, a lonely little Idaho girl smoking on her way to school. | hope the cheerleaders leave me be this 
week. They have a habit of making fun of me, especially Christine, the school whore.. 


When | get to school, | put out my cigarette and go inside hesitantly. 
"Look, it's darkness girll" One of the blonde bimbos on the cheerleading squad said. 


"Fuck off, Christine." | muttered walking past her. | don't need this today.|'ve dealt with this for years, and l'm 


over it. 


"What did you just say to me?!" Christine shrieked. | sigh, and turn to look at her."! said. Fuck. OFF" | hissed. 


Silence fell over the hallway as she gasped. 


"Well! It's no wonder you don't have any friends! You're so rude to everyone all the time it's a miracle your 


parents still love youl” She screamed. That's it, I'm done. 

| narrowed my eyes at her and scowled. "You look here you little bitch!" | yelled, trembling with rage. 

"You're the one that always starts shit with me! You're the one that wants to be popular so bad she's willing 
to sleep with any and every guy in the backseat of his car! At least | don't need fake little bitchy friends for 
reassurance! So FUCK OFFI" | ranted The entire sophomore year was staring at me in shock, while Christine 
started crying and ran off to the bathroom. 

"MISS GIBSON!" | heard the teacher yell. "Shit." | mumbled. 


"You WHAT?" My father yelled, turning beet red. 


"l, uh, got suspended for a week?" | responded. Honestly though it sounded more like a questionMy little sister 
giggling in the background was definitely NOT helping. 


"What did we talk about? | know that cheerleader is rude but two wrongs DON'T make a right" My mom said. 


"But, Mom-!" | started. "No don't ‘but mom’ me! You're grounded for a month, missy!" My mom cut me off. | 


groaned. 


"Now go to your room. I'll call you when dinner is done." My mom said with finality. "Fine.." | sighed. 


(Hey guys! Upon rereading this, | realized it's a little rough. It gets better, | promise! Thanks for reading! 


Feedback is always welcome and appreciated!) 


The Boy 


Author's Notes: 
(Hey guys! Sorry if its not very grammatically sound, | suck at grammar. But thanks for reading! Feedback is 
always greatly appreciated. Later my dudes ) 


So a week has passed, and I'm back in school, but still fuckin grounded. Great isn't it? 


Math class seemed to drag on and on more than normal today. | was sitting doodling on a spare sheet of paper 


when | heard it for the first time. 

"Pssst." 

‘What the fuck?! | thought. | ignored it though, assuming it wasn't for me. 
"Pssst." This time it was a little more insistent. 


| casually looked to my left. The only person on my left side that was close enough to get my attention, was 
this goody-two-shoes red headed boy, so | knew it wasn't from him. 


"Pssst!" This time it was a little harsh, almost like the person was irritated 
| looked to my right. Just Christine's bitchy friends. 


"Psst! Behind you dumbass!" | heard an agitated voice hiss. waited til the teacher was facing the board before 
looking behind me. 


There sat a boy with fluffy-ass brownish hair and bright green eyes, who was smirking at me. He was abso- 
fuckin-lutely gorgeous, and he knew it. He handed me a piece of paper and looked back at the board. 


"Miss Gibson! Pay attention!" The teacher yelled. 
| turned beet red with the realization that | had been staring at the mystery boy. He had a shit eating grin on 


his face, and winked at me. | quickly turned back to the board and stayed staring at it til the teacher forgot 


about me. 
| looked at the note the boy handed me, and unfolded it. 


"Is it true you got suspended the first day of school?" 


| chuckled. | had been asked that a lot today. 
"Yes. Why?" | wrote. 


Then | put my hand behind my back so he could reach the note, and coughed. | assumed he took the hint, 


because | felt a small shock as fingers brushed mine when he took the rote. 

"Psst" 

| opened my hand so he could put the note in it, which he did 

"Meet me by the weeping willow tree at lunch." | giggled and gave him a thumbs up. 


| had no one to hang out with at lunch. He had been dropping in and out of school the past few years, so | 
knew he didn't either, and he was hot. So why the fuck not? Got nothin’ else to lose.. 


That class felt like it took decades to end. 
After | grabbed an apple from the cafeteria, | snuck out to the weeping willow tree behind the school. 


"Hey! You made it!" Came a slightly exited voice from under the tree. Almost like they didn't expect me to 


come. 
"Heh, yeah." | said as | walked under the tree. 
There sat the gorgeous, fluffy haired boy that had captured my attention, leaning against the tree. 


"So you're a trouble maker, eh?" He asked chuckling. "Wow, right to the point aren't you? But, yeah. | guess so." 
| awkwardly chuckled. "Good. I've been looking for a friend like you." He winked. 


We stood in silence for a minute or so. 


"You're not much of a talker, are you?" He said, smiling at me. | blushed a litle. "| guess not at first” He 


patted the spot next to him. "Come on over, honey. | don't bite, unless you're into that." 


He winked and | felt my cheeks get a little warm. | tried to stroll over to him as casually as | could, but in my 


normal fashion, | tripped on a tree root and barely managed to catch myself before | fell. 


He snickered. "You ok, doll?" | blushed. "Yeah, l'm fine." He smiled and put his arm around me, and pulled me 


down next to him. 


"So, I'm Frank" He started, still smiling slightly. | chuckled. 
"I noticed" | muttered. He caught it, and chuckled. "Ha ha very original. A goddamn knee slapper that one." He 
said sarcastically, giving me a slightly annoyed look. "Don't get your boxers in a twist, darling, it's a joke." | said 


smiling cheekily. 


He grinned. "Ah, there it is. | knew you had sass somewhere in youl" He ruffled my hair as he said it, causing 


me to huff in annoyance. 


"But really though, my name is Frank Feranna. What's your's, sweetheart?" Frank said looking at me with 


curious, sparking emerald eyes. Those damn eyes.. 
‘Marissa Gibson" | said, still staring into his eyes. 


Frank grinned and held out his hand. "Pleasure to meet you, Marissa. Beautiful name for a beautiful girl" He 
winked at me. It took the self control all | had in me to not blush, as | grabbed his hand to shake. 


That was the beginning of a beautiful new alliance in this hell hole. 
"How was school, dear?" My mom asked as | walked in the kitchen. 
"Eh, same old, same old" | said shrugging my backpack of my shoulder and onto a chair. 


"That smile says otherwise, sweetheart. You never smile like that." My mom smiled cheekily as she chopped 
potatoes for soup. | blushed a little, and quickly tried to make my expression neutral at least. 


My mom smiled. "Oh c'mon, gonna leave your old Ma in the dark?" | sighed. "Ok, ok. | actually made a friend 
Today..." 


My mom looked up, surprised. "Really? Thats great sweetie! What's their name?" 
| groaned internally. "Um, Frankie..2" | said, making his name as feminine as possible to avoid interrogation My 


mom laughed. "Well, good for you." | sighed. "Thanks, Mom." She smiled. "I'll call you down when supper is ready, 
but remember your grounding." | sighed. "Yes, Ma" 


(Hey guys! Sorry if its not very grammatically sound, | suck at grammar. But thanks for reading! Feedback is 
always greatly appreciated. Later my dudes ) 


Joints and Dairy Queen 


1915 
-Marissa- 


Frank and | grew close as the year went on. Neither of us felt like we had anyone, and we bonded through that. 


Well, that and the Sex Pistols and the New York Dolls. 


Frank got busted for peddling drugs at school, when the principal came in and he was rolling a joint for some 
kid. After he got kicked out of school, | started skipping a lot more. Luckily my grades were high enough that 


parents never found out. 


My parents met Frank a few months after | did. | directly told him NOT to call my home phone before nine, so 
what does he do? Calls at 8:45 and my mom just happened to be expecting a call. That was messy.. 


But here we are, two years later. I'm almost done with school and Frank is talking about leaving for LA after 


I've graduated. 


"But Marissa, babe just imagine it. Big buildings, loud music, bright lights! Plus all the drugs, sex, and alcohol we 
can dream of! It'll be beautifull" He yelled excitedly. 


"Frank! My parents might hear you! Shut up!" | hissed and smacked him on the arm. Frank started laughing his 
ass off. | giggled, | swear his laughter is contagious. “Riss, we'll be fine. We always are." He smiles. 


"| know Frankie. l'm just cautious." | said smiling. He grinned at me, and took a hit of the joint he was smoking. 
"One day you and | will have it all. | swear. No more sneaking around to get smokes. No sneaking in drunk at 
night. No blonde sluts teasing us. And most importantly, NO SCHOOL!" Frank excitedly hugged me. | can't wait for 


graduation. 


"We still on for Dairy Queen after school tomorrow?" | asked. He nodded. "You bet. I've been DYING for a 


sundae." Frank dramatically states. | giggled. "Good. I've been craving a chocolate cone for days." | said as | stood 


up. 
Frank put out the joint, stood up, and looked at me. 


"Let's go raise hell, shall we, m'lady?" He motioned at my door. "We shall, my darling." | said as | led him out of 


the house and into the street. 


"You're late." 
| rolled my eyes, as | walked up to the fluff-ball of a person that is my best friend. 


"Hi to you too, Frank" | said as | took the chocolate ice cream cone he held out for me. Frank rolled his eyes 


and chuckled. We got a table outside and ate our ice cream. 


"So, | uh need to talk to you." He said, nervously. | looked at him, thoroughly confused. "What's up, Frankie?" | 


asked. Frank almost looked pained when | called him Frankie, which kinda made me nervous. He usually liked that.. 


He stared holes in the table, and picked at his fingernails nervously. "My, uh, my mom wants me to come live 
with her.." Frank said sadly. "Frank, what's wrong? That's great! You've been getting restless anyway. You said 


so yourself" | tried. | hated that he was upset. Frank sighed. 


"You don't understand. She lives in Seattle." He said, looking down so that his hair covered his eyes. That's when 
it hit me. Frank might move away. | might never see him again. "Oh.." | managed to spit out. He looked up at me, 


his emerald eyes filled with pain. "I'm sorry.” He looked as torn up as | felt. 


Its not your fault" | looked at him. "You've got a chance to do cool stuff. Stuff you can't do here. | don't 
blame you for going." As much as it killed me to say it, it was true. And he needed to hear it. He was 
obviously not any happier than | was, but Seattle would be good for him. It could give him opportunities that | 


never could. 


Frank looked at me. "God | don't deserve you." He muttered. | smiled a little. "| don't deserve you either, Frank" | 


stood up and walked around the little table. Frank shot up and hugged me like there was no tomorrow. 


"When do you leave?" | choked out, trying not to cry. "In a week." Frank said, in no better shape than | was. | 
simply nodded, and held onto him, soaking up every little detail. The way his arms felt around me. The way he 
smelled. The way he buried his face in my neck, and squeezed me tightly to him. His heartbeat. Everything. | 
didn't want to forget anything. 


Frank pulled back, and looked me in the eyes. "We've got a week left, let's go give Idaho a time they'll never 
forget" He said smiling slightly. | nodded. "They won't know what hit ‘em." 


US Festival 1183 


US Festival-1983 
-Destiny Gibs' POV- 


"HOW ARE YOU MOTHERFUCKERS FEELIN?" | screamed into the microphone. A loud ass cheer rang through the 


area. | grinned. 


"WELL | HOPE Y'ALL HAD A GREAT TIME, AND THANKS FOR PUTTING UP WITH OUR SHIT! ITS BEEN GREAT 
PLAYING FOR YOU TONIGHT! WE'LL BE BACK NEXT YEAR, GOODNIGHT!" | yelled. 


After running offstage with my band mates, we congregated around the cooler full of beers we had backstage. 


Basically we're an all girl Rock n Roll band. There's me, guitar and lead vocals. Annabeth Kylls, (pronounced 
‘Kills"), guitar. Karolyn Gibs, bass (she's also my baby sister) And Sheryl Shard, drums. 


"THAT WAS FUCKING AMAZING!" Sheryl yelled excitedly. "I KNOW RIGHT!" Annabeth yelled, after catching the 
beer | was tossing to her. | tossed a beer to the other girls and cracked one open. | then proceeded to bend 


backwards and hold it over my mouth and guzzle it. 


‘Must you always show off?" Karolyn asks raising an eyebrow. "Yes. Yes | must. It's a necessity." | responded 


after nearly choking on some. 


"Goddamn you two! Shut up and party for once!" Sheryl slurred. | laughed. "God you're a lightweight, Shard! 
You've only had one!" Sheryl marched over to the cooler. "One outta very many!" She triumphantly yelled. 


"Sure, Sheryl. Sure." Annabeth laughed. Then our manager came backstage. 


"Ladies! Great show! | think this tour will go swimmingly!" Our little manager, Edward walked over beaming. 


Edward was English, so everything he said made me giggle if | was drunk because of his accent. 
| started giggling hysterically, which launched Sheryl into giggling, which launched the other two into giggling too. 


Poor Edward looked irritated. Very irritated. "Let's just get you girls back to the hotel. | don't want any more 


mishaps leading to lawsuits.." He mumbled the last part as he walked off to find our ride. 


"Nows our chance! Run!" Karolyn hissed. We all took off running down the halls, bumping into people as we went. 


Laughing like madwomen, without a care in the world. 


"HEY!" A guy yelled and | ran smack into his chest. We both stumbled around, trying to regain balance. 
Eventually | did and | looked up at him. 


| couldn't believe my eyes. | hadn't seen a man this gorgeous since Frank.. he was stunning. 


He had fluffy black hair that hid his eyes, makeup smeared on his cheeks (that he somehow looked really good 
in) and was several inches taller than me, especially in the heels he was wearing. That alone was something to 
be proud of, cause I'm about 510. Normally, | didn't find glam guys attractive, but he was different. There was 
just something about him. 


"NIKKI! GET YOUR GODDAMN ASS OUT THERE!" Someone yelled Without a word the man (Nikki?) pushed past 


me. 
"Woah.." | muttered, watching him run down the hall. 


"GIRLS!" Edward yelled. "Shit, shit, shit” | muttered running to catch up with the girls. We quickly found a closet 
to hide in and shut the door behind us. 


"Girls. | saw the most fuckin’ hot man | have ever seen in the hall" | whispered to my drunken friends. 


"Ooh! What did he look like?!" Annabeth squealed "Tall, fluffy hair, handsome face. Well what | saw of it, 
anyway." Annabeth started giggling, while gossiping with Sheryl about who it could be. 


| looked at the floor. | hadn't actually been interested in a guy, per-say since Frank But something about this 
one is different.. | just don't know what.. 


Meeting the Bands 
-Destiny's POV- 


"Destiny! Destiny get your ass up! We're gonna be late to meet the other bands!" 


| groaned. Yeah sure we were meeting Ozzy Osbourne and Mötley Crüe, but that doesn't mean | wanna get up. 


My warm, cozy bed..With my warm cozy pillows.. I'm sure they won't miss me.. 
"DESTINY!" Karolyn shrieked, 


"IM COMING!" | yelled after falling out of bed. Fuck did she have to yell so loud? My head is fucking killing me, 


and l'm hungover as fuck. 
| went to the bathroom, did my business in there (tooth brushing, actually using the bathroom, etc.) 


| quickly laced up my leather pants, threw on my bra, and put on my ripped up old AC/DC shirt. | then 


smudged my usual black eyeliner and brown eyeshadow, and put on some reddish black lipstick. 


"DESTINY! NOW!" Edward yelled Jesus everyone's so worked up. | grabbed my Chucks and ran down the hall, my 
long black and blonde-ish silver hair flying behind me. (That's her hair) 


"That way to the band room, miss 


"That way to the band room, miss." A stagehand kindly pointed. "Thanks, dude." | yelled, running towards the 


door. 


"IM HERE!" | busted open the door still pulling on my chucks. The whole room went silent and everyone stared 
at me. | felt my cheeks heat up, as | finished putting on my shoes. 


"Finally. Goddamn, Destiny, you were supposed to wake up an hour ago.." Sheryl bitched, sounding just as 


hungover as | was. 

"Yeah well, hangovers kinda suck ass so | was hoping I'd just sleep it off." | muttered. 

-Nikki's POV:- 

Oh my god. That hot girl that ran into me in the hallway wasn't a groupie. She was Destiny fucking Gibs. Great. 


| swear to god she looks familiar somehow. Maybe we hooked up in a bar or something. | don't know, but | sure 
as fuck want to. But | think I'll have plenty of chances, given she's touring with us and Ozzy. 


-Desti ny's POV:- 


The more | look at this Nikki dude, the more familiar he looks. | swear to god | know him from somewhere! | 


just haven't figured out where yet. 


"Psst! Hey, quit checkin out Mötley's bassist and start listening to the managers." Annabeth whispered, after 


elbowing me. 


"Oww. Jesus, Ann, try again. | don't think you've quite broken my ribs yet.." | muttered. "Well if you would stop 
thinking about getting laid | wouldn't have to elbow youl" She rebutted. "I was not thinking about getting laid!" | 


said just a little too loud, because everyone looked at me. 


"Is there something you two would like to add to the list of rules for this tour?" Edward asked. He looked 
highly embarrassed by my outburst. "Uh, no. Sorry.." | looked down using my hair to hide my blush. "Anyways!" 
Edward quickly changed the subject. 


After that god awful band meeting, we went to the bar with Mötley Crue. It was actually really cool to be 
hanging out with guys around our age, after going on tour with AC/DC. Don't get me wrong, | love those guys. 
But they were kinda like over-protective older brothers. 


"No way! There is no way in hell you did that!” Vince Neil yelled in shock. | laughed, no one believed the story 


Karolyn was telling unless they were there. 


"Yes | fucking did! Is it really so hard to believe that | stole Brian Johnson's hat?" My sister asked. "Yes it is! | 
just can't see how you got by with it!" Vince protested, taking another shot. 


"She's forgetting to mention that she got her ass chewed when he figured out." | laughed. Karolyn glared at me. 
‘Sorry,sis.’ | muttered. "Who needs more Jack?" | yelled to the table as | got up to go get some. A chorus of 
"ME!" Went around the table. "Ok I'll get a tray full of shots." | walked up to the bar. 


"What can | get for ya, little lady?" The bartender asked politely. "A tray full of shots of Jack Daniels please." | 
smiled. He filled the shot glasses, put them on the tray, and handed them to me. "There ya go!" He smiled. 
"Thanks!" | yelled as | cautiously carried them to the table. 


"WHOO! CANNONBALL!" Tommy yelled as he drunkenly flopped into the water. We had somehow managed to find 
a lake, and we were taking advantage of it. Tommy, Sheryl, and Annabeth were in a mini water fight, Nikki, 


Vince and | were drinking on the sidelines, and Karolyn and Mick had gone on a beer run. 


"Aren't ya gonna swim?" Vince asked me. "Nah, man. | don't wanna swim in my underwear, and | don't have a 


swimsuit." | laughed. 

Nikki laughed. "You don't have to swim with your underwear on y'know" He smirked. | rolled my eyes. "In your 
dreams, Nik" | said. Nikki grinned. "But of course, my darling. How could | not think about your sexy little ass 
swimm-" "OK, Nikki! | do not wanna hear about your wet dreams." Vince interrupted. 

| giggled a little as the two boys started squabbling about who had the grossest wet dreams. 

-flashback- 


"Frank! Let me down!" | squealed as my best friend had me thrown over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. 


"Why? You don't wanna go for a swim?" Frank laughed, as he carried me over to the lake. "Don't you dare!" | 


shrieked. Too late. 

*splash® "FRANK!" | tried my hardest to be mad. | really did. Frank was laughing his ass off on the bank, and 
of course, looking adorable while doing it. | quickly grabbed him and pulled him in the water with me. He started 
laughing even more, which caused me to laugh. 

Next thing | know, he's coming closer to me, almost like he's going to kiss me. | hadn't been kissed since my 
first boyfriend, who | broke up with a month before meeting Frank, so | couldn't help but be nervous. Just as 
his lips were about to brush mine, | could feel his breath on my lips and everything, someone yelled. 

"Frank! Marissa! Suppers ready!" 


-end of flashback- 


"Destiny? You ok?" 


The Incident 


"Destiny? You alright?" Nikki asked, concerned. 


"Huh? Oh yeah. I'm fine. Can you pass me that bottle of Jack?" | chuckled. He grinned. "Yes, ma'am." He handed 
me the bottle and | downed a big swig. | really need to get wasted. 


| woke up because of sunlight. Right in my fucking face. 


| rolled over and buried my face in the back of the couch. As | was dosing off | felt the "couch" hug me 
closer. My eyes shot open and | came face to face with someone's chest. | carefully pulled away, this wasn't 


anything uncommon As | sat up, the man woke up and groaned. 


"Mornin’..” he said, his voice gravelly and deep from sleep. "Mornin." | muttered, | don't like pillow talk. It makes 
me feel like I'm being intimate with a one night stand. The man looked up at me and looked into my eyes. Of 
course, it had to be Nikki. couldn't just have found a guy in the bar.. | actually could see his eyes for once. He 
had the prettiest green eyes. Unfortunately, they were the same eyes that belonged to my former best 


friend. He seemed to realize this too. 


"MARISSA?!" "FRANK?!" "OH MY GOD | HAD SEX WITH MY BEST FRIEND!" "FRANK CARLTON SERFINO FERANNA 
JR, WHAT THE HELL?!" We both jumped up. | held the sheet over myself and Frank/Nikki pulled his boxers on. 


"How the hell should | know?! | was drunk off my ass tool" 


"Heh. Knew it." Karolyn snickered from outside the door. | groaned. "Please don't tell anyone, Kar. You know they 
told me not to fuck anyone in Mötley." | begged while getting dressed. "I won't. As hilarious as this is, | don't 
wanna be kicked off the tour cause you two are horny bastards." And with that, she left. 


Frank/Nikki looked at me. "Damn. 8 years really changes a person" He muttered. "Ok, well as amazing as that 
was, Frank-" "Uh, its Nikki now if you don't mind" He cut me off. "Ok well, Nikki. As much as | enjoyed that | 
gotta go before anyone finds out. But we will talk about this later ok?" He nodded. 


| walked to the door but paused. "Um, F-Nikki?" | timidly asked. "Yeah, Riss?" | felt my cheeks heat up. "I missed 
you. Oh and please only call me that behind closed doors. No one really knows who | am, except for you and 
Karolyn" | turned to look at him, | had never felt this vulnerable after a one night stand before. | didn't 
particularly like it, but | didn't really want to leave him. 


"Cmere." Was all he said. | ran over to him and he hugged me like he never had before. This felt different. 
When we were kids, it was innocent. But now it was different, we needed each other more than ever. | didn't 
know what he had been through, but whatever it was had fucked him up. But the same could be said for me | 


guess. 


"Ris-er Destiny, | uh, | really missed you." He whispered. "Fra-Nikki, promise me something?" | timidly asked him. 
“Anything, Rissy. Oh shit sorry. Destiny. Pretty name by the way." He chuckled slightly awkwardly, and pulled 
me back over to the bed and onto his lap facing him. "Thanks, picked it out myself. Anyway. Promise you'll 


never leave me again?" | asked looking into those beautiful green eyes of his. "I promise." Nikki said. 


He started leaning in slightly. | felt my breath hitch as he put one hand on my thigh, and the other lightly 
brushed the hair out of my face. | pushed his bangs out of his eyes, which made him chuckle. Nikki lightly 
brushed his lips against mine, and pulled back. "Tease." | chuckled. He grinned. "Can't make an-umph" | cut him 
off by slamming my lips against his. He chuckled but kissed me back with the same passion 


"Nikki! Get your ass up! We gotta go! Oh shit." Tommy yelled as he busted open the door and saw us. | quickly 
jumped off Nikki's lap and hid my face with my hair. "Goddamn, T-Bone, can't you knock?" Nikki said quickly 
pulling on a shirt. "Sorry, man. | didn't mean to interrupt your trip to Poon City. But we gotta be on the bus in 
half an hour so make it ten seconds to love." Tommy said. "Just get out!" Nikki yelled exasperatedly. "Going, 
going.” He held his hands up in surrender, and backed out closing the door behind him. 


‘lam so sorry about him." Nikki sheepishly apologized. | laughed a little and looked at him. "It's fine. He didn't see 
who | was so we're ok. Besides, we'll continue later." | winked at him. He chuckled, put his arms around me, and 


gave me a peck on the lips. "Good. I've wanted to do that since we were lb" | giggled. 


| forgot just how much | loved him. 


Strange "Friendship" Indeed 


"FUCK YOU, ASSHOLE!" Destiny screamed, flipping Nikki off. Nikki's whole demeanor changed, she had clearly hit a 
nerve. They both looked ready to kill someone, probably each other. 


"ME?! IT WASN'T MY FAULT AND YOU KNOW IT!" Nikki yelled back. Both bands had started watching their 
bassist and lead vocalist/guitarist fight like cats and dogs. All over who spilled a beer on Destiny's amp. 


"NOT YOUR FAULT?! YOU WERE THE ONE WHO DECIDED TO BUMP INTO ME!" Destiny shrieked. "I TRIPPED! | 
DIDN'T MEAN TO BUMP INTO YOUR BITCHY ASS!" Nikki roared. 


"How the hell have they been friends since high school?" Mick whispered to the others. Karolyn chuckled. 


"You'll see." She said mischievously. "Y'KNOW WHAT? IM DONE! TALK TO ME WHEN YOUR READY TO BE A 
MAN!" Destiny screamed as she stormed off to the bathroom. "WHATEVER YOU SAY, PRINCESS!" Nikki yelled, 


falling into an armchair. His ass had no more than hit the chair, when she screamed. 


"NIKKI!" Destiny yelled, but not like the other times she'd yelled his name. This time she sounded terrified. He 
shot up and over to the bathroom door. Nikki stood on the other side for a minute or two so it didn't look like 
he had been there the second she called He opened the door. 


"Yes?" Nikki asked, as casually as he could. "Oh boy." he muttered walking into the bathroom. 


"This happens every time they fight. Literally every time. She storms off, runs into something that scares or 
hurts her, and he comes flying like a bat out of hell to help her. Or the other way around. Then they make up 


and everything's normal." Karolyn explains. The others looked confused, but nodded. 


Sure enough, five minutes later Nikki walks out with a spider in a clear solo cup, with Destiny trailing behind 
him like a scared puppy. After Nikki puts the spider outside, Destiny hugs him. "I'm sorry. | know you didn't 
mean to. | overreacted. It's been a rough day." She whispered to him. "It's ok. I'm sorry | bumped you. | know 
how much that amp means to you. I'll try and get it fixed" He muttered so only she could hear. "It's ok. Thank 
you." The pair just held each other for a little while longer, guilt written all over both of them. 


"Did you put that spider in there?" Annabeth asked Karolyn. "As soon as he bumped her." Karolyn laughed. 
Tommy started laughing. "I think we could be very good friends." He said pointing at Karolyn. 


"SHOWTIME! THE MAVERICKS TO THE STAGE PLEASE!" Came over the speaker. 


"That's us!" Sheryl yelled. Annabeth, Sheryl, and Karolyn ran onstage. Destiny gave Nikki a quick kiss when the 


boys weren't looking, and ran onstage. 


"You two have the weirdest friendship | have ever seen” Mick told Nikki, as the opening riff to the girls’ first 
song played. "No kidding." Nikki muttered, still shocked by Destiny's actions. 


-Desti ny's POV- 


| feel absolutely horrible about fighting with Nikki. | know he didn't mean to bump into me, and | know he feels 
bad about it. | really need to make it up to him. 


I've just been so stressed out with the tour, the songs, writing new stuff for the album that's coming out in 
the next year or two, etc. Now that Nikki's back in my life | can't handle everything as well as | once could. 
Seeing his eyes brought back so many memories. It's always been those goddamn green eyes. They will 


probably be the death of me. 


"ARE YOU HAVIN FUN YET?!" | yelled into the mic. Yeah I'm gonna lose my voice tomorrow but oh well. A cheer 
rang throughout the stadium. | loved this feeling. Its a better high than any drug I've ever tried. "GOOD! 
CAUSE WE'VE GOT ONE MORE SONG! ARE YOU READY TO VISIT THE GHOSTOWN?" | screamed as Annabeth 


went into the opening lick. | poured my heart and soul out on this one. | wrote this song back in high school, 


after Frank left. 
After the show, | ran offstage with the girls. | was higher than hell off adrenaline, and drunk as a skunk. 


| playfully slapped Nikki's ass as he passed me to go on stage. That got me a really weird look, which just made 
me cackle. After | got a beer | turned to the girls. They were staring at me with suggestive smirks. "What? 
He's been my friend forever and | wanted to fuck around with him a little." | said shrugging. 


"Wow! She admits it right off the bat!" Annabeth said | groaned and gave her a look while the other two 
laughed their asses off. "Goddamn it Kylls you know wheat | mean!" | laughed. "| mean, if we hadn't have been 
friends for-fuckin-ever, and | wasn't banned from fucking anyone in a band on this tour, maybe. But under the 


circumstances, no." | said as the girls laughed their asses off. 


"Uh huh. Totally didn't see you eyeing him getting ready for the show earlier." Sheryl winked at me. | rolled my 
eyes. "Eh she at least admitted she wouldn't mind fucking him." Annabeth said grabbing a beer. 


"Wouldn't mind fucking who?" An all too familiar voice asked. 


Love.. Maybe? 


"Wouldn't mind fucking who?" An all too familiar voice asked. 
| turned to look at Nikki. "Shouldn't you be on stage?" | asked slightly confused. He chuckled. 


"Set ended. I'm gonna go steal the shower before anyone else does." Nikki winked at me and passed me a note 


as he walked by. It almost felt like we were in school again 


"By ‘set ended’ he means we got booed offstage, because of dumbass here flashing the audience." Mick 


groaned, pointing at Tommy. 


"| saw a cute girl and wanted to impress her, ok?" Tommy lamely rebutted. Mick just rolled his eyes and got a 


drink. 


As they were giving Tommy hell, | snuck off to the corner and discreetly read Nikki's note. | felt my heart 
flutter in my chest. Out of all the notes he had given me, none were quite like this. 


| enjoyed our little incident. | wouldn't mind a repeat either, if you know what | mean ;) 


Oh my fucking god Nikki. 


| love my band, but they can be overbearing sometimes. Basically, they're my sisters. So | had to sneak off for 


a while, AGAIN. 


As | was walking down the hall, | was pulled into a closet. On instinct, | went for my knife | had on my waistband 
of my pants but a hand caught my wrist. | opened my mouth to say something, but was cut off. 


"Jesus calm down! It's just mel” Nikki whispered. | sighed in relief. 

"Thank god. | thought | was gonna have to face assault charges again" | laughed. He laughed quietly. 

"Y'know what? I'm not gonna ask." Nikki said quietly. | giggled. 

"Did you really mean what you said in the note?" | asked him quietly. Nikki smiled. 

"Have | ever lied to you?" He pushed a strand of hair out of my face. | shook my head no, and looked down. 


"Hey, I'm sorry if | just made things weird between us.. just have really missed you and it doesn't help I've had 
the hots for you since your senior year. If you don't feel the same, or don't wanna risk getting kicked off the 


tour, that's fine. | understand. | just don't wanna lose you again, Rissy. | love you." Nikki whispered caressing my 
face. | ran my hands up and down his chest. Then | leaned in. 


Our faces were so close together that | could feel his warm breath. | could feel his body heat radiating off 
him in waves. | felt his lips gently brush mine and- 


"Destiny wake up! We gotta get ready for the gig." Sheryl yelled at me. 


Fuck my life. It was all a goddamn dream. Then as | rolled over to get up, | saw a piece of paper on the floor. 
Confused, | picked it up and read it. 


| enjoyed our little incident. | wouldn't mind a repeat either, if you know what | mean ;) 


Oh my god. 


Tour Bus Terror 


Tour busses suck. Bad. Especially when you decide that to save money, both bands could share one. Not to 


mention, Ozzy likes to ride with us. 


‘lm telling you! Freddie Kruger would kick Michael's ass!" Tommy exclaimed passionately. Currently, everyone 


except for myself, Nikki, and Ozzy, are arguing about horror movie killers. 


"Bull-shit! Maybe in another galaxy! You can't kill Michael. He's immortal” Annabeth argued. Tommy rolled his 


eyes. 


"So is Freddie, dumbass. Just cause you're cute doesn't mean you're right!" He said. Annabeth turned hot pink 


Not them too! 
"Psst! Wanna do some blow?" Nikki asked me quietly. | shrugged and nodded. Why not. 


"Yeah, gimme a line. I'll need it to deal with these guys." | said pointing at the table. Nikki laughed and set one up 
for me. | inhaled it and waited for the high to kick in 


"Oh my gosh, Nikki! Look at the stars!" | giggled, excitedly pointing at the sky. He grinned. 
"They're so pretty! Almost as pretty as youl" Nikki chuckled. | blushed. 
"You're pretty too." | said giggling my ass off. 


He turned a little pink and used his hair to hide it. | giggled excitedly. "Oh my gosh are you blushing?!" | asked 
him, highly thrilled. Nikki blushed even more. 


"Oh shut up.." he muttered embarrassedly. 
In all of our years, | had never once made him blush. | couldn't be happier. 


Then | remembered the note. | wanted to ask him about it, but if | did he might wanna do it again. | can't get 
kicked off this tour because | couldn't keep my legs closed.. 


But | love him so much. Maybe this time we could do it right? 
No, Dest. You know you can't risk it. 


But maybe | could get by with it. 


But | never have. | can't lose this band. 
| don't know what to do.. 
Y'know what, I'm just gonna enjoy being high. 


| woke up to someone sneezing behind me. | rolled over, and saw Nikki (in my half asleep brain it registered 


Frank though) pulling strands of my hair out of his nose. Great way to start the doy.. 
| groaned and moved my hair out of his face. He smiled at me gratefully, and hugged me to him. 
"Uh, Frankie? What are you doing?" | chuckled sleepily, not unhappy at all. In fact | loved it. 


"Going back to sleep. You should try it, Riss." He sleepily muttered in my ear. | giggled and snuggled into him. It 


felt like when we were kids and would sneak out together and fall asleep somewhere together. 
"They remember its not I975 anymore right?" Vince laughed. The others started laughing too. 
"Nope Sheryl giggled. "I don't think itll ever not be the mid 70s for those two." Karolyn laughed. 
flashback- 

"Frankl If we get caught Im dead!" | nervously whispered to Frank. 

"Honey, you're 17. Live a little!" Frank laughed. 

"You're I7 too! You're not that much older y'know" | said, giggling 

"Oh shut up. Now get your ass in the car before we get caught!" Frank said, laughing his ass off 


We drove a little ways, until we came to the lake. Then Frank pulled over, and grabbed a blanket out of the 
back of his truck. "C'mon, babe. We're running low on time." Frank excitedly said, hopping out of the truck. 


| followed him over to the small beach surrounding the pond. Frank laid the blanket down on the sand and sat 


down. 


"Not quite a California beach at sunrise, but | think itll do.” He sighed. | sat down next to him, and looked at the 
sun starting to peek over the horizon It was beautiful, even if it was a shitty lake in Idaho. 


| looked over at Frank, who was laying down on the blanket. He looked exhausted. Dark circles around his eyes, 


frazzled hair, eyeliner smudged slightly around his eyes. 
Then it hit me. 


This boy had dragged himself out of bed at the ass-crack of dawn, after staying up late brooding, the day he 


left for Seattle, just so | could see the sun rise over the water. 

Tears filled my eyes as | watched him slowly fall asleep. | gently played with his hair, thinking of ways to make 
it up to him. Then | remembered | had brought my makeup bag. If there's one thing he prides his look on, it's 
makeup. The current state of his, or lack there of, will drive him insane. 

| ran back to the truck, grabbed my bag, and jogged back over to him. | took the old makeup off, and gently did 


it to his standards. Then | took off my ring, and slid it on his pinkie. Fit like a glove. | grinned, kissed his cheek, 
and layed next to him until | fell asleep. 


| opened my eyes and looked at Nikki. He still had smudged makeup and dark circles around his eyes. | laughed 
quietly and slipped out of his arms. Then | fixed his makeup like | did so many years ago, and kissed his cheek. 


‘Girls, | think we need to go shopping again" | announced as | walked into the sitting area of the tour bus. 
"Yes! Totally!" Sheryl yelled excitedly. 

"Well, lm out of nail polish so yeah definitely" Annabeth said 

"Eh what the hell? Why not" Karolyn shrugged 


This day is going to be amazing. 


The Mall 


"Green or blue?" | asked holding up a belt. 
"Definitely blue." Sheryl said, and the other girls nodded. 
"Thought so. Thanks girls" | said tossing it into the cart. 


So far, | had a new belt, a new pair of leather pants, a new pair of fingerless leather gloves, two new hoodies, 


3 new pairs of jeans, and a t-shirt. 


Sheryl had, a new jacket, 2 new dresses, a new pair of leather shorts, a new pair of shades, new socks, and 4 


new shirts. 


Karolyn had, 2 new pairs of leggings, a new purse, a new skirt, 5 new shirts, new hair supplies, and new 


makeup. 


Annabeth had, 3 new nail polishes, a new pair of heels, new underwear, a new book, 3 new pairs of daisy dukes, 


and a crop top. 
"Jeez, we got a lot." | huffed, pushing the really fucking heavy cart. 
"Yes, But we needed some girl time!” Annabeth laughed. | chuckled. 
"As much as | love those guys, | needed a break" | said 


"Well, | don't know about you girls, but | wanna know what's up with Dest and Nikki." Sheryl said, grinning like 
the Cheshire Cat. | groaned. 


"I think she still has the hots for him." Karolyn said, smirking. 


"Ok, I'll admit it. He was hot when we were kids, but hot damn he's like fine wine." | nervously chuckled. Karolyn 


lost it laughing. 

"Fine wine?" Sheryl asked, slightly confused. 

"He got better with age." | said, blushing. 

"Aww look! She's blushing!" Annabeth excitedly yelled. | gave her a look. 


"Shut up! Besides, it's not like | can do anything with him. We signed that stupid contract remember?" | 
muttered, trying to hide how much it was bugging me. The girls looked a little sad, like they wanted me and 


Nikki together. 


"Well, let's forget about guys. Let's have some fun!" Annabeth said excitedly. | nodded. | needed to let loose for 
a bit. 


"Giiirl | can't believe you just did that"! yelled, giving Annabeth a high five for getting a guys number. She 
shrugged. 


"What can | say? Men just can't resist me!" Annabeth said flipping her hair over her shoulder. She wasn't 
wrong actually. 


Annabeth was a 5'2 girl with long ass blonde hair, a good body, and brown eyes. Literally the opposite of me. 
Well, my body wasn't bad, but | didn’t have as many curves as she did. Anyway. 


"Destiny! Truth or dare?" Sheryl asked me excitedly. 

"Eh what the hell. Dare!" | yelled, after taking another shot 

"OK! | dare you to go flirt with that guy over there." Sheryl pointed at a guy with long red hair. 

"PFPH Easy peasy!" | said slamming down my shot glass. 

| marched over to where he was sitting at the bar. | slid into the seat next to him and ordered a shot of Jack 


"Jack huh? Strong stuff for a girl like you sugar." The man said, his voice was deeper than | expected. | 


chuckled. 
"Honey, this is water to me nowadays." | said. The man chuckled. 


‘lm Bill, but people call me Axl. What's your name darlin?" He said smiling at me. He was handsome, but | wasn't 
super interested in him like that. 


"Destiny." | said giving him a flirty smile. Just as | was getting into it, a group of guys burst into the bar. 
When | looked over, | saw Mötley Crüe strolling in like they owned the place. "Shit." | muttered. 


Its been great talking to you Axl, but | gotta go. Bye!" | quickly spit out before nonchalantly pulling up the 
hood on my jacket and going over to the girls. 


"Girls we gotta go." | mumbled. They looked confused, but didn't argue. 


"What the fuck was that about Destiny?" Karolyn yelled as we hauled our shopping bags onto the bus. 


"That was, the boys nearly caught me flirting with Axl. You all know as well as | do that it wouldn't have ended 
nicely" | sighed, completely exhausted. 


"Girls, we need to talk about Christmas. I've got the perfect ideal" Sheryl excitedly giggled. 


God help me. 


Birthday Boy Blues 
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-December lth 1983- 


"Tommy! Can | talk to you for a sec?" | yelled, poking my head into the living room area of the bus. He looked 
confused, but stood up. 


"Uh, yeah sure." Tommy said following me to the back of the bus. 

"What's up?" He awkwardly asked me. | exhaled. 

"Tommy | need your help." | said, accidentally confusing him even more. "I need you to help me find something 
to give Nikki for his birthday. You're his best friend, so | thought you might know something he wants." | 


sighed. | had tried really hard not to ask for help, but | don't know him that well anymore. 


Tommy laughed. “That's it? Phew, you had me nervous." Tommy said chuckling. | gave him a look. "But in all 


seriousness, get him more makeup or something. He loves makeup." Tommy said. 


‘Ok, that's on the list. But | need something to make up for missing 8 years." | mumbled, more to myself than 
him. He laughed. 


"Maybe you could get him something symbolic or somethin Somethin that meant a lot to you two or 
something when you were kids." Tommy suggested. "Whatever you give him, I'm sure he'll love it. He adores 
you so you've got that on your side." Tommy winked at me and went to walk off. 


"Tommy wait! Please don't tell him about this." | practically begged him. He nodded and smiled at me. 


"You got it. If you need any more help, all you gotta do is ask" And with that he was off. 


| looked at the Birthday Boy that was passed out on the couch. Well, he was a man now days but that just 
doesn't sound right. "Birthday Man" kinda sounds like a male stripper that specializes in birthday party's or 
something. Definitely doesn't fit. Not that he wouldn't get a lot of business.. Fuck why do | do this to myself? 


ANYWAY. Back to the sentimental shit. 


| can't believe he's 25 already. Hell in a couple of weeks | will be too. But it feels like just yesterday we were 
lb.. 


-flashback- 
"Frankie!" | yelled running into his arms. Frank laughed, and picked me up and spun me around. 
"Happy loth Birthday!" | said excitedly after he put me down. 


"Thanks, Rissy." Frank said, a little embarrassed. He didn't like me making a fuss over him, so | didn’t. But you 


only turn lb once, and | was determined to make it a good day for him. 
"| got your present." | mumbled pulling out a rectangular box. 
"Oh you shouldn't have." he muttered looking at the box. 


"Frank, we both know you only turn lb once. And one small gift can't hurt right?" | smiled and pushed the box 
into his hands. "Go ahead. Open it” | said, nervous he wouldn't like it. 


Frank hesitantly opened the box, and stared at the contents. 

"Frankie?" | asked nervously. He simply closed the box, and hugged me. 

"Thank you." was all he said. 

After that day you never saw him without that stiletto switchblade | got him, clipped on his hip. 

-end of flashback- 

| miss those days sometimes. 

| gently lifted his head off of the couch, and placed it in my lap. | started running my fingers through his hair 
and looking at the little details of his face. He looked so much more peaceful while he was sleeping, passed out 
or not. 

| wish | could ask him what he's been through. | know he'll deny it, but his eyes make it obvious to me that 
something happened. His pretty green eyes are much harder, like he was trying to hide the bright light in 
them. They didn't belong to a boy anymore, they were the eyes of a man that had been broken, but had tried 


to fix himself. 


He smiled a little, his eyes still closed, and reached up and brushed his fingers across my cheek lovingly. 


"Mornin, Nikker." | whispered, even though it was 3 oœ clock in the afternoon. That had become morning for 
both of us since we got our bands. 


Nikki smiled. He flipped over so he was lying on his stomach, with one arm around my waist, with the other on 
my legs. 


‘Mornin’, baby." He muttered sleepily. | laughed a little. 


"Hey, its your birthday, y'know? Wanna join the living for a bit?" | mumbled to him. He groaned and shook his 
head. | sighed and played with his hair. 


Since | was wearing shorts, | felt it when some strange, slightly damp, but very light pressure was applied to 
my thigh. | giggled a little bit, deducing it was him lightly kissing my leg. | knew he hoped | hadn't felt it, so | let 
it slide. 

"Shit, sorry." | muttered as my fingers caught a knot in his hair. Nikki froze. 

"Oh my god." he mumbled. Suddenly, he sat bolt upright. 


"Uh, Nikki? You ok?" | asked him concerned. 


"Yeah, yeah I'm fine. | just thought | was still asleep, and realized that | wasn't and uh was probably late to, uh, 
to sound check." Nikki mumbled, his cheeks a little pink. 


| chuckled, not buying the bullshit he was selling. "No, you're good" He sighed deeply. 
"lm gonna go take a shower." Nikki mumbled. | nodded. 
"Oh ok" | said. 


Something was bothering him. | just need to figure out what. 


What? 
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"HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU! HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!! HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DEAR FUCKFACE! HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO 
YOU!" Vince loudly sang to Nikki as he came out if the bathroom. 


Nikki laughed and flipped him off. 
‘Fuck you, man." He said, causing both of them to laugh. | walked over to Nikki 


"Here. | think you should recognize this." | laughed, handing him a chocolate cupcake with the number 25 on top 
of the icing. His eyes went wide. 


"Oh my god, it's one of your chocolate cupcakes! Thank youl" Nikki excitedly said, quickly taking a big ass bite. | 
started laughing. 


"Wait, you can bake?!" Tommy exclamed with wide eyes. 

"Better than anyone else | know." Nikki said with his mouth full. 

"Jesus, Nikki, there's more in the kitchenette. You don't have to inhale it." Mick said, chuckling. | gave him a look. 
"You weren't supposed to telll" | hissed at him, knowing damn well what was gonna happen. 


Next thing | know, Nikki and Tommy are stuck in the tiny doorframe. It didn't help they both were squirming a 


lot, only getting themselves more stuck. 
"This is gonna take a while." Karolyn muttered. It wasn't the first time this had happened. 
"Nikki?" | whispered into the darkness. 


| had seen Nikki get off the bus, and | decided to follow him to give him his birthday gift. | wanted to give it to 


him in private anyway. 


"Psst! Nikkil" | said quietly, looking around. | walked around the bus, not there. | looked on top the bus, nothing. 


Then as | was getting off the ladder to the top of the bus, something grabbed me. 

The person carried me over to the little cove made out of trees in the park, and put me down 
"Goddamn it, Destiny! What the fuck are you doing out here?!" Nikki harshly whispered 

"| was following you! | wanted to talk to you." | muttered, giving him a look 


"Yeah well, somebody could've snatched you while you had your back turned. You clearly weren't on your 
guard." Nikki stated, crossing his arms. 


"Nikki what the fuck? | wouldn't have gotten snatched! In case you haven't noticed, m 510 with a pocket knife 
and big-ass boots. | would have been fine!" | whisper yelled at him. Who the fuck did he think he was? My dad? 


"That doesn't matter! | got ahold of you just fuckin fine! You're damn lucky it was mel” He hissed. 


"Look, | don't know what the fuck your problem is, but | don't need a babysitter! l'm a grown ass woman!" | was 


getting more and more pissed off each time he spoke. 


"Yeah, a grown ass women who flirts with every man she meets! | mean what the fuck?! You could get raped 


or killed or get a disease!" Nikki yelled. 

"So that's what this is about?! You're pissed off because | flirted with someone?!" | yelled at him. 

"Yeah, | fucking am! | thought we had something, but clearly not since any old redhead in a bar can get into 
your pants! Hell even my goddamn best friend!" Nikki ranted, pain written on his face. "I loved you goddamn it! 
But then you went and whored around after leading me on! Well ya know what?! FUCK YOU." He bellowed, flipping 
me off. He stomped up the bus steps and into the bus. 

| stood there in shock Yes Nikki and | fought a lot, but this was totally different. He loved me. 

He loved me, and now thinks I'm a whore. Why did | take that stupid bet? It wasn't worth this.. 

He thinks I'm a whore. 


Nikki Sixx thinks I'm whoring around. 


Even worse, Frank hates me. 


Jealousy 


| had lost my spunk, and my best friend. Every time | tried to talk to Nikki, he would conveniently have to go. It 
hurt like hell. Thank god we had a week off in New York.. | couldn't play a show like this. 


| laid on my bunk, listening to music, when | heard it. Giggling. Coming from the bathroom. 
| casually opened the door, like | had to pee, and there was Nikki. But he wasn't alone. 


He had some blonde bimbo with bigger boobs than | could dream of, pushed against the wall. | froze. Nikki 


turned to look at me, causing the slut to glare at me. 
"Do you mind?" Was all he said. It basically killed me. 


| slammed the door shut, grabbed my bags, and hauled them into the hotel. Fuck waiting on bell boys to get us. 
| needed out of that goddamn bus. 


"Excuse me, do you have a room for Destiny Gibs?" | asked, as politely as | could. The lady at the desk nodded. 
After | signed in, | practically ran to my room. When | got there, | locked the door and chained it. 

| walked over to my bed, flopped down, and cried. 

| never cry. But | couldn't help it. He broke me. All because of a misunderstanding. | loved him, and he used to 

love me, but he wouldn't let me explain Its all my fault. Maybe | am a whore. | definitely was before he came 
back into my life.. 

You know what? If he can be an asshole, so can l. 


| marched down, as confidently as | could, the stairs to the bar in the hotel. We had decided to meet there for 


drinks, and | was gonna make Nikki eat his heart out. 


| had put on my tightest, shortest, leather skirt, a purple crop top that showed off what curves | did have, 
my heeled thigh high boots, and a leather jacket. 


My makeup was done perfectly, my hair curled and fluffed, and a smirk on my face. | looked damn good. 


When | got to the bar, literally all of Mötley (except for Mick, as he was like an older brother) checked me 


out. 


"Damn, baby! Why don't you dress like this more often?" Vince asked eying me. | chuckled. 


"Well, | felt like trying my luck tonight. | haven't been fucked in ages and | need some." | said, smirking at Nikki 


for a second. 


Nikki's face was priceless. His eyes were wide, his cheeks were a little flushed, and his little friend was about 


to make an appearance. 


He looked good though, dammit. He was in his leather pants and a holey tank top, which showed off his arms. 
Nikki has three holds over me. His eyes, his arms, and his hands. | had loved them all since | met him. 


"Hell, darlin, | woulda fucked you if you had asked!" Vince exclaimed. | snickered. "Can't. | signed a contract that | 
wouldn't fuck anyone in Mötley. Courtesy of Sharon Osbourne of course." | sighed slightly bitter. 


Don't get me wrong, Sharon was like a second mother to me, but | wanted to fuck Nikki's brains out. | had 


since | first saw him in the hallway. 


| looked over at Nikki, who was chatting up a young brunette, and thought ‘Fuck it. So | looked around. "I'll be 
right back boys." | said to the band. 


| stood up, and strutted over to a guy with shaggy black hair and worked my magic. Within minutes he was 
leading me to the bathroom. 


We burst through the door of the men's bathroom, enthusiastically making out. The man pushed me against 
the wall, and kissed my neck. That's when the door flew open. 


"Excuse me, | think it's time to go home, Sharon. You've had one too many." Nikki said, his blood almost visibly 


boiling. The man backed off. 

Oh really? Is it now, Carl?" | hissed. | had really wanted to get laid tonight. Nikki scowled. 

"Yes, | think it is." He said, pulling me outside. 

"Destiny what the fuck?" Nikki asked, sounding somewhere between hurt and pissed. | groaned. Not this again.. 


"Nikki, | wanted to get laid That's all. Besides, why does it matter to you? I'm just some slut anyway.” | 
chuckled darkly. He sighed. "It's not like you care about me anymore." | grumbled. 


"Ok, fine. Whatever. You win. | don't wanna fight.” He confessed. | looked at him, shocked. 


"Nikki.what..2" | stuttered He gave me a look. 


"l'm jealous. I've always wanted to be the one you went to when you needed something. | was the one who held 


your hair back when you barfed that time you got the flu. | was always the one that held you through all the 
ups and downs! | was the one who loved you unconditionally, even when you did me wrong! | was the one that 
wanted to touch you like that! | was the one who wanted to hold you afterwards! Did you ever come to me?! 
No! Never! You always had stupid boyfriends! | was never even considered! And now there's some stupid 


contract! It fucking hurts, Marissa" Nikki said, his words getting more passionate by the sentence. 
| felt my eyes water. | never thought of it like that. | always assumed he wouldn't even think of me like that. 
So | did the only thing | could think of. 


| grabbed his face, and kissed him. 


Passion 
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| kissed him. And | kissed him hard. Nikki froze. 


| was trying to pour my heart and soul out to him, and it seemed to be working. He relaxed into it once he 


realized what was happening, and grabbed ahold of me. 


Nikki walked me backwards to the wall, and pushed me against it. Between the passion coming off him in waves 


and the Jack, | was in a daze. 


| ran my fingers through his hair and tugged on it lightly. He ran his hands up and down my sides, before 
settling on one hand on my waist, the other on the back of my neck 


Nikki gently tilted my head back and started sucking on my neck, leaving purple bruises in his wake. | whined a 
little when he nipped at my sweet spot and pulled his face back up to mine, slamming my lips against his. 


He pulled back, a little out of breath. "Wanna get out of here?" He whispered smirking at me a little. | nodded 


and fixed my rumpled appearance. 

"Fuck yes." | exhaled, following him out of the alley we had been in 

Nikki pulled me into the hotel and up the stairs, before slowing down to unlock the door to his room. After he 
had it open, he gently tugged me into his room and lightly pushed me onto the bed. He smiled at me, and pulled 
his shirt over his head. | grinned. 

This was gonna be fun 

Nikki flopped onto the bed beside me, just as sweaty and worn out as | was. 

"Damn." | muttered, looking at the ceiling. He laughed, and put his arm around me. 


"That was fun" Nikki whispered in my ear. | giggled. 


"Yeah it was." 


| had never quite experienced anyone like him. It was rough, but | knew he loved me. If that makes sense. | 
sighed, and rolled into his side. Then | remembered Sharon's contract. | felt a lot of emotions bubble up. 


‘lm gonna go take a shower.." | whispered to him, kissing his forehead. Nikki nodded with his eyes closed, 
obviously trying to get some sleep. | got up, grabbed my underwear and his shirt, and walked into the 


bathroom. 


| locked the door behind me, hoping he didn't notice. | turned on the water, and got in the shower. As | stood 
there, letting the water run down my face washing away the left over makeup, | began to think. 


| might have ruined my career. | might have ruined my friendships. 
But | could have opened the door to an amazing relationship. But then again, | love my band. 
Wait, | need to reread the contract before | freak out. Maybe there's a loophole. There has to be one.. 


| got out of the shower, and dried off. | put my hair up in the towel, grimacing when | saw the black hair dye 
in the shower. Great. My hair is probably dark grey now... | rinsed the shower out, and brushed my teeth. | 
then threw on my underwear and Nikki's shirt, and took my hair out of the towel. Yep. Grey. | gotta dye it 


again... 


| walked into Nikki's room and chuckled when | saw he was still asleep. | crawled into the bed next to him and 


snuggled into him. He sighed in his sleep and hugged me to him. | sighed and dozed off. 


JD 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry the end of this chapter is a bit of a filler. The next few won't be as bad, | promise! 


"Nikki, baby | love you! But you have to understand! This can't happen yet! Maybe after the tour.. | said, 
trying not to cry. Nikki was pissed. 


"Did | do something to you?! | mean | know | left but Jesus! You just keep on leading me on, and | take the bait 
every fucking time!" Nikki ranted. He didn't take me telling him about the contract well 


| reread it, and it specified ‘absolutely no sexual relationships between the bands' because Sharon had caught 


wind of my band's members'.uh..escapades with previous band members.. 


And now Nikki was pissed, all because he didn't let me finish. Nikki paced up and down the area in front of the 


bed so much | was surprised it didn't wear holes in it. 


"Nikki, babe, shut up! Let me talk goddamn it!" | huffed, incredibly frustrated. He was just as stubborn as when 


we were kids.. 
Nikki glared at me, but stopped talking. | sighed. 


"The contract said no SEXUAL relationships with the band. It never said no ROMANTIC" | said looking up at him 
from my spot on the bed. He froze. Literally mid step. 


".. what..2" Nikki muttered, looking a little remorseful for going off on me. | gave a breathy laugh. "Basically we 
can date, just we can't fuck or do anything sexual." | said, scooting closer to the end of the bed. 


"Oh, um, ok. Blows we can't do anything fun, but | guess at least we can be sappy or some shit." he mumbled, 
sitting down next to me. He put his arm around me, and kissed my temple. | laughed a little. 


"Nikki. love you..” | whispered, burying my face in his chest while hugging him. He rubbed my back lovingly, and 
hugged me back. "I love you too, baby." Nikki whispered, putting his chin on the top of my head. 


"DRINK! DRINK! DRINK! DRINK!" The whole bus yelled at Nikki, who was bent over backwards chugging a bottle 
of JD. 


He was fine, til we hit a chuck-hole. We all watched as Nikki lost his balance, spilt Jack everywhere, and landed 


flat on his ass, drunk as hell. 


| giggled. | stood up, grabbed the Jack out of his hand, and took a big long swig. Nikki glared at me playfully and 
grabbed my foot. 


"Hey, what're ya doi-" | started, but was cut off when he pulled me down next to him. | laughed and lightly 
smacked the back of his head. Which in turn, caused him to playfully tackle me trying to get the Jack. Which 
only spilled it. 


"Gimme that!" Nikki yelled like a little boy. | shrieked while laughing, and held it as far away from him as 
possible. "Never!" | exclaimed wiggling away from him. "Nope!" He yelled, grabbing my hips and pulling me back. | 
slid perfectly underneath him, with his legs on either side of mine, and his the rest of him hovering around 


me. 


My breath hitched as | looked into his eyes. Nikki froze for a second too, but recovered quickly. He distracted 
me by leaning in, so | didn't notice his hand sneaking up to the bottle of JD. 


Nikki snatched the bottle, and stood up triumphantly. 


The Second Birthday 


tch no way!" Sheryl exclaimed when | fessed up to the girls about not actually doing anything for Nikki's 
birthday. 


"| know! I'm such an asshole!” | groaned. Annabeth looked deep in thought. 
"Girl" She said. 
"What?" | mumbled from my spot on the couch with my face in the pillow. 


"Give him a make-up birthday or something.” Annabeth proudly exclaimed, like she'd just found the cure for 
baldness. 


"How should | do that? It's not like we're ever alone!" | sighed. 
"I got it! Sheryl yelled. 
"WHAT?!" | yelled desperately. 


"You and him sneak off after the show tonight! We can cover for you, and you get to make it up to your 
man" Sheryl smiled. 


"And we'll set up a nice picnic on the beach or something for you. We are in Florida after all" Karolyn said, 
clearly planning it. 


‘Oh my god! You guys are my favorite bitches!" | yelled, hopping off the couch. Karolyn smiled. 
"Just doing our job. Savin your sorry ass!" She laughed. | rolled my eyes. 

"You're really not wrong." | muttered. 

"You're sure this will work?" | whispered nervously to Karolyn, waiting on Nikki to get offstage. 
"Yes Dest, it will. Chill out. We already got everything ready." She said with a sigh. 

"You got the alcohol?" | asked. 


"Yes. Coke too if you two want it. Both kinds." Karolyn said. 


"Cupcakes?" She gave a giant sigh. 
"Yes! | got absolutely everything! Now shut the fuck up. Jesus.” Karolyn huffed. 


| smiled to myself and jumped when | heard them come offstage. "Showtime!" Karolyn hissed, discreetly nudging 


me. 
Showtime. 


"Turn right up here." | said into Nikki's ear. We had decided to take his motorcycle, so he wanted to drive. 
Completely understandable since my balance is absolute shit. 


When we pulled up, the sun was beginning to set. It was gorgeous. | have to thank the girls. 


There was a black blanket laid out on the sand, with a picnic basket sitting beside it. There also was a bucket 


of ice with a bottle of red wine in it. On top of all that, we were completely alone. 
"What's all this..2" Nikki asked, puzzled. | grinned at him 
. "Your late birthday." He laughed. 


"You're something else, Destiny." He whispered, pulling me into him and kissing the top of my head. | sighed 
contentedly. "C'mon, | wanna see what's in the basket!" Nikki said pulling me over to the blanket. 


| sat down and poured the wine while he looked in the picknick basket. He pulled out a cupcake and looked at me. 
"What?" | asked him, handing him a glass of wine. 

"These are my favorite cupcakes. You never make these!" Nikki said, looking a little shocked. | chuckled, 

It's hard to bake on tour, Nikker." He laughed. 


We spent hours there. Laughing, almost crying, play fighting, and talking about nothing and everything at the 
same time. | loved it. | missed doing this with him. 


Something changed that night, as we layed there under the stars. It's almost like we grew up. We finally 


outgrew Marissa and Frank. We were Nikki and Destiny now, and we were just as close. 
"Oh! Your birthday present!" | suddenly yelled. Nikki looked startled, but quickly relaxed. 


"Honey, you didn't need to get me anything.” He said. 


"I know, | know. But you know | would either way." | said, smiling at him. | handed him the little box. 

Nikki studied it before opening it, like he was trying to guess what it was. He took the lid off and smiled 

In that box was a little picture, in a small frame. | was leaning on him, laughing my ass off, and looking up at 
him. Frank was laughing too, with his arm around me, looking down at me. You could see the love written all 
over us. 

It had been taken by my mom just days before he left, and | gave it to him. But he had accidentally left it in 
my room the day he left. The next day | had gotten a call from a frantic Frank. My mom had found it years 
later, and sent it to me. 

"You found it." he mumbled. 

"Actually my mom did. It had somehow gotten wedged under my mattress." | laughed. Nikki chuckled, 


Suddenly, he put the box and picture down, grabbed me, and pulled me into his lap. He tilted my head towards 
him and slammed his lips against mine. | sighed and kissed him back 


"Happy Birthday...” 


Drugs, Drugs, Drugs 


Author's Notes: 
TW: this chapter contains drug abuse. 


"Wake up Destiny..” 

| wish this fucking asshole would quit shaking me.. 

"Baby girl you gotta wake up.." the person said. 

"Go away.." | groaned. He laughed. 

"C'mon sweetheart, get up." Nikki said, shaking me gently. 

"Fine, Fine! l'm up.. whadya want?" | grumbled, sitting up and scooting into his lap like a small child. 


He hugged me close to his chest and chuckled. "We're gonna have a party, baby. Wanna join?" Nikki asked. Then 
he kissed the top of my head. 


"Fuck yes!" | yelled, excitedly hopping up. 


"You get ready and I'll go tell the guys, ok?" Nikki said, wrapping his arms around my waist. | nodded and looked 
into those pretty green eyes. 


| brushed the hair out of his eyes, smiling like an idiot. He was actually mine. | still couldn't believe it was true. 
Nikki leaned down, his lips passionately meeting mine. | loved the way he kissed me. It always felt like | was the 
only one in the world he had kissed like this. So much passion and love behind it, it never fails to take my 
breath away. 

Hell | got so caught up in kissing him, that | didn't even hear Tommy open the door. 

"She still in bed Nik-WOAH" Tommy yelled, wide eyed. 

"Oh shit, you didn’t tell him?" | whispered to Nikki. 


"Uh, it slipped my mind" He mumbled. | groaned. 


"So, uh, if you two are done sucking faces. Lets go get fucked up!" Tommy said excitedly. | grinned. 


"C'mon, | here that lovely white substance calling my name!" | yelled, dragging Nikki out of the room. 
-Nikki's POV- 


| downed another shot of Jack, completely and utterly loaded. | love partying. But | really miss my girl..l wonder 
where she went.. 


"HEY VINCE? HAVE YOU SEEN DESTINY?" | yelled over the music. The blonde turned to look at me. 


"NAH, MAN. LAST | SAW, SHE WAS WITH YOU!" Vince yelled, shrugging. "MAYBE KAROLYN KNOWS." He 
suggested, before going back to grinding with a pretty little brunette. 


| searched the bar, nothin’. Searched the dance floor, nothin’. I'm getting kinda worried, honestly. She never 
leaves without telling me. 


"KAROLYN!" | yelled, walking over to her and some guy. "HAVE YOU SEEN DESTINY?" | asked a very irritated 
Karolyn 


"SHE WENT TO THE BATHROOM" She half-assed explained. | nodded and headed to the bathrooms. 


"Destiny..2" | asked, pushing open the door to the girls bathroom. What | saw will forever be burned into my 
mind. 


There laid the love of my life, passed out on a sink with cocaine all around her nose. 


(Nice Day for a) White Wedding 


Author's Notes: 
| don't condone drug usage at all, it's just a part of the plot. Also just a warning, the plot is gonna get a bit 


heavier. 


-Nikki's POV- 

"DESTINY" | screamed at the top of my lungs. | ran over to her, and picked her up. 

"Destiny..baby..ch my god.."| croaked. | wiped the coke off of her pretty face. | had to get her help. | ran over 
to the pay phone, well, ran the best | could in my 6 inch heeled boots carrying my girlfriend. | carefully 
balanced Destiny with one arm, while | dialed and held the phone up to my ear with the other. 


"dll what's your emergency?" The lady asked politely. 


"Uh, yeah my girlfriend is unconscious. | think she had too much coke.. Can you please help her?!" | frantically 


begged her. The lady sighed 

"Can you tell me your location, sir?" She asked. 

"Uh, the girls bathroom at some bar" | stuttered, trying to remember the name. 

"Sir, | understand you're upset, but I'm gonna need the name of the bar" The lady calmly stated 


"The, uh, The Bad Apple or something like that. Just come on! She needs help!" | exclaimed, earning a frustrated 
sigh from the poor ‘Il worker. 


“Alright. An ambulance is on its way. Just stay calm, sir." She said. 

-Destiny's POV- 

| groaned and opened my eyes. | felt like shit. My whole body hurts. 

Where am I? Its too bright in here. Ugh. AIl | want is Nikki.and some coke.. is that too much to ask? 


"Nikki." | quietly groaned. | sat up slowly, looking around the room. Great, it's a fucking hospital.. 


| look over and see Nikki slumped in a chair with his head in his hands, looking like he hadn't slept in days. Next 


to him, Karolyn was passed out in the other chair. 
"Nikki." | moaned. Nikki's head shot up. 


He rushed over to me, and started kissing all over my face. | sighed, grabbed his cheeks, and kissed him. Nikki's 


lips moved ferociously across mine, like it was the last time he could ever kiss me. 


"Nikki.what happened?" | asked breathlessly, after pulling back. As | got a good look at his face, | realized his 
eyes were puffy and red, like he'd been crying. | felt my heart break. | hated seeing him in pain 


"You-I-baby you ugh." He stuttered. | chuckled. 

"Sentences please, baby boy." | mumbled, caressing his cheeks with my thumbs. He blushed a bit. 
"You o-overdosed" Nikki finally spit out, looking away from me. | froze. 

"LI overdosed?" | asked, a little bit confused. | hadn't taken that much.. 


"| love you." Nikki whispered, looking deep into my eyes. He had said that before, but it felt more real this time. 


Its amazing how those three little words can set my whole body on fire. 
‘| love you too, Nikki." | whispered, brushing his hair out of his eyes. 


He looked like a kicked puppy. It hurt to see him so upset, but | knew it was my fault. If | just hadn't taken so 


much. 


Cocaine isn't really as bad as everyone says, as long as you don't take much. Or at least to me it's not. It's my 


favorite drug honestly. 

| scooted over, so that he could fit on the bed with me. Nikki looked at me, confused, but quickly caught on. He 
sat next to me, and rested his head on mine. | started gently petting his hair, knowing it usually helped him feel 
better. Nikki sighed and hugged me to him, careful not to hurt me. 

"DESTINY! YOURE OK!" Karolyn sleepily yelled. | nodded. 


"Can't get rid of me that easily, sista" | chuckled. She ran over and hugged me. | hugged her back tightly. 


Honestly it was touching, seeing how they clearly were upset by something happening to me. It made my day 
knowing they both loved me that much. 


‘| love you, Karolyn" | mumbled to her. 


"| love you too, Destiny." she whispered. 

| rolled up my dollar, and lined it up with the line. 

In one good snort, | inhaled all of that beautiful white powder. | loved this feeling. 
-Nikki's POV- 


"Destiny, baby, time to-WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!" | cut myself off, after letting myself into Destiny's 


hotel room. 
Destiny looked at me weirdly, and shrugged. 


"Doing a line. Want one, babe?" She asked, as if it was a perfectly normal thing to do a week after almost dying. 


| groaned in frustration. 

"No | don't want one! How the hell do you want one?! That shit almost killed you!" | yelled. Her face contorted. 
-Destiny's POV- 

"No | don't want one! How the hell do you want one?! That shit almost killed you!" Nikki yelled. 


| felt my face contort into a look of pure anger. How dare he storm in here and tell me not to do the very 


thing he does all the time! 
"Really?! Really, Nikki?! You do this shit all the time! Why can't |?!" | yelled. He looked pissed. 


"Yes really! Its different when | do it! It doesn't matter if | do it! It does if you do!" Nikki yelled, waving his 


arms for emphasis. 


"SERIOUSLY?! You're a fucking hypocrite, FRANK! I'm a grown ass womanl | can do whatever the hell | please, 


with or without your permission!" | screamed, storming over to him. 


Hurt flashed across Nikki's face, before being covered up by anger. | knew that was a sore spot, but | had said 


it anyway. | regretted it, but refused to back down, 
"Y'KNOW WHAT?! YOU WANNA KILL YOURSELF, THEN GO FOR IT, MARISSA!" Nikki yelled, storming out. 


That stung. 


Dazed Painful Illusions 


-Nikki's POV- 
"Give me that" | hissed, snatching the bottle out of Mick's hand. He looked at me, seriously pissed off. 


But | didn't care. | just needed to get away. It's hard knowing that someone you love is willing to die just for 
fun. And there's nothing | can do about it. 


"What the fuck, man?!" Mick exclaimed. | rolled my eyes and took a swig. "Where's Destiny? | thought you were 
gonna go get her?" He asked, clearly agitated. 


‘Killing herself. Now fuck off" | growled 

Mick flipped me off, and went to get more booze. 

Tommy looked at me like he thought | was going insane. 

"You ok, dude?" He asked cautiously. 

"lm fucking fine." | snapped. Tommy clearly wasn't buying it. 

| looked around the room. Everyone was looking at me, highly concerned. | wish they would just leave me alone! 


"GODDAMN IT WOULD YOU ALL STOP LOOKING AT ME?! M FINE! IT'S NOT MY FUCKING FAULT SHE'S DOING 
THIS! JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!" | roared, storming into the bathroom and locking the door. 


| didn't notice the tears streaming down my face until | looked in the mirror and saw them. | frantically wiped 


them away, smearing my mascara and eyeliner all around my eyes. 


Why wasn't | enough for her? Why did she insist on killing herself? Doesn't she know it's killing me to watch 
this? Or is she addicted? 


God, Nikki, man up! You can't have a breakdown right now! 
Maybe | should go for a walk. 


| took a nice long swig out of my bottle of vodka | had managed to find a dealer, so | had the loving comfort of 


heroin | missed it. 


| found myself hunched in a payphone booth, contemplating dialing her number. | need to hear her voice, just to 


know she's ok. 
But you can't, Nikki. You know what will happen. You'll forgive her, and she'll go to her grave because of drugs. 
But what if she doesn't? What if | can convince her to quit? 


God, | don't know what to do.. 


*NIKKII NIKKI COME BACK!" | yelled, running after him. 
Nikki flipped me off and walked faster. | tripped on something, probably my own feet, and fell to my knees. 
"Nikki! Don't leave mel" | sobbed, reaching out for him. Nikki turned around, and smirked at me. 

"Like Id stay with a drug addicted slut like youl" Nikki said, laughing. | was almost hysterical 


"After what you did, after what you put me through! We're finished. In fact, | regret that we were even 
anything at all" He said coldly. 


"N-Nikki I'm sorry! | didn't mean it! Please don't do this!" | cried. 
"What the hell is going on?!" | heard Mick's voice. | turned and looked behind me. 


Mick was jogging over to me, with Tommy hot on his heels. They knelt down beside me, and Mick pulled me into 
a hug. 


"What happened to you?!" Tommy asked, looking panicked. 
"Nikki! H-he left me!" | sobbed into Mick's chest. 
"Dest, honey, what do you mean?" Mick asked me calmly. | hiccuped. 


"l-I was h-hanging out in my room, when showed up sitting on my t-table. Then he got mad at mehe was so 


mad..he said he wished we had never gotten together!" | cried. 
Tommy and Mick shared a look. Mick nodded at Tommy, and Tommy nodded and took off down the hall. 


"Destiny, it was all in your head. Nikki would never say that to you, he loves youl" Mick said, rubbing my back 
soothingly. 


"B-but it was so real, Mick! It was so r-reall" | mumbled, wiping my eyes. 


"Cocaine sometimes does that, honey. It makes you think that things are happening, when they aren't" He 


calmly explained, 

"DESTINY!" | heard someone yell 

| looked over, and saw Nikki running towards me with Tommy. 

"Nikkil" | yelled He dropped to his knees, and scooped me up in his arms like a baby. 

"Destiny, baby, l'm so sorry! | would never say that to youl | love youl Are you ok?" Nikki rambled. | nodded, 
and cuddled into his chest. | felt like a little girl being held by her father or something. Except, Nikki was 


nothing like a father to me. 


As Nikki, Mick, and Tommy continued to talk about what happened, (after going back to Mötley's room of 
course) | felt myself start to come down from the high. | suddenly felt very stupid, and childish. 


"Im sorry, guys. That was stupid.” | mumbled. They turned and looked at me. 
"Oh you're fine, Destiny. | think we all have gone through psychosis before" Tommy said, smiling kindly at me. 
"For once, Tom's right. It's hellish, and very convincing, It's not your fault" Mick confirmed. | smiled a little 
"Thanks, guys. You're good friends" | sighed. It was still embarrassing, 

Nikki strolled over to where | was sitting on his bed, and plopped down next to me. He pulled me in for a hug, 
and cradled me close to him. | buried my face in his chest, and inhaled his scent; a beautiful mix of leather, 


smoke, alcohol, and hairspray. We sat like that for a while, til we decided to go to bed. 


l'm so glad that was all in my head. don't know what I'd do without him. 


Hell 


| looked at Nikki's sleeping body. He was even more gorgeous now than he was when we were kids. Although, he 


was always the hottest boy in school, if you ask me. 


As | played with his slightly deflated hair, | realized my hair had to have been flat out grey by now. I've GOT 
to dye it. Especially before the roots grow out. Ugh. 


| kissed Nikki, who had pouted his lips in his sleep making them irresistible, and rolled out of bed. 

As | got ready to go find the nearest pharmacy, | realized my withdrawals will kick in soon.. it's not as easy as 
"oh l'm just gonna quit!" Unfortunately. But | can't do any more. Nikki knows I'm hooked, but | don't wanna piss 
him off again. We JUST made up. Silently, but we still made up. 

| sighed. Maybe | can get out and back before they kick in.. | wrote Nikki a note, and headed out. 

"Shit, shit, shit!" | hissed, frantically trying to get the dye off of my face. | forgot how hard dyeing my hair is. 
"What the hell are you doing?" Nikki asked, not bothering to hide his amusement. | glared at him. 

"Dyeing my hair." | huffed. 


Nikki laughed. "Need some help?" He asked. 


"No." | mumbled, unconvincingly. | rinsed my hair, and almost got dye everywhere. "I've got it completely under 


control" | said. 


But of course, as fate would have it, | slipped on a puddle on the floor. Right after | got him to quit bugging 


me. 


Nikki started laughing his ass off. | groaned. "Still got it under control?" He wheezed. | flipped him off, but 
accepted his help regardlessly. 


"Voilal My masterpiece is complete!" Nikki triumphantly exclaimed. | giggled. 


He wasn't wrong though. Between his hair skills, and my persistence, | had the most badass hair in my band. It 


was sleek black, with silver tips, and it was fluffy. (Nikki's touch, of course) 


We both were proud as peacocks. That is, until withdrawals hit. 


| woke up alone, much to my displeasure. | rolled out of bed, and put on my leather pants and bra. | did my 


makeup, admittedly using Nikki's (not that I'll tell him that) and already felt exhausted. Fucking withdrawals. 
| laid back down on Nikki's bed, hoping | could sleep them off. | really don't want to lose Nikki over that shit. 
I'm so hungry. | really need food.. 


| forced myself out of bed, and pulled on my Chucks. After locking Nikki's room with the spare key he gave me, 
| trugged slowly downstairs. 


Ugh. Life sucks off blow. This is hell. It's all | can fucking think about, not even Nikki is overriding it. 


| dragged myself to the bar, where | found the bands. Nikki looked over at me and smiled, but his smile dimmed 
a bit when he saw me up close. Can't blame him, | probably look like shit. 


"Woah, you ok, honey?" Nikki asked, concerned. | shrugged. 

"Let's put it this way, life without blow sucks.” | sighed. Nikki put his arm around me. 
'Itll get better, baby. It'll get better." He tried to reassure me. 

"Hey, Dest! How are you?" Annabeth asked me. | shrugged a bit, and forced a smile. 


‘Im alive, | guess. My only word of advice, don't get hooked on blow." | forced a chuckle. Thankfully, she either 
bought it, or decided not to push it. Either way | was fine with it. 


As | greeted the others, in a similar fashion to Annabeth, Nikki was watching me. He looked mildly worried. 
"You ok, Nik?" | asked, sitting down next to him. He nodded. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. Are you, though? You look miserable." Nikki said, rubbing my thigh lovingly. | nodded, 

"Well, | am miserable. | don't know if | will ever be happy again. But, I'm gonna let them enjoy their lives. | don't 
want them worrying over me." | mumbled to him, resting my head on his shoulder. Nikki sighed, and kissed the 


top of my head. 


‘| love you." He whispered in my ear. 


| should have felt something. Why didn’t | feel anything?! | love when he says that, and these stupid 


withdrawals are ruining it for me! Maybe | should just go snort some and get it over with.. 
"Hey, you alright, Dest?" Sheryl asked me. 
"Huh? Yeah, I'm fine. Where's Karolyn?" | asked, attempting to change the subject. 


"Oh yeah, she's on a date. Some guy named David or something like that." Sheryl beamed. She had wanted 


Karolyn to get a man for years. 


| forced another chuckle. "Yeah, | heard her talk about him. | think she's real fond of this one.” | said, making 


myself smirk. | knew Nikki knew it was fake as fuck, but everyone else seemed to buy it. So | was satisfied. 


All | feel is pain, or nothing at all. Not even Nikki is changing that. | really hope this ends soon. | can't take this 


forever. 


Christmas 


"Nikki." | moaned, dragging out his name. | heard him chuckle. 


Thank god we had decided to cuddle in our underwear today. (Well, | had one of his shirts on too, but that's 
beside the point) My whole body aches. 


‘Normally, I'd be thrilled to hear you moaning my name. What do you need, sweetheart?" Nikki asked, playing 
with my hair. 


"Sing to me?" | mumbled. These withdrawals, were killing me. (A/N: yes it's a reference XD) He smiled, and 
hugged me close. 


"Wise men say only fools rush in 


But | can't help falling in love with you 
Shall | stay? 

Would it be a sin 

If | can't help falling in love with you? 
Like a river flows surely to the sea 
Darling so it goes 

Some things are meant to be 

Take my hand, take my whole life too 
For | can't help falling in love with you 
Like a river flows surely to the sea 
Darling so it goes 

Some things are meant to be 

Take my hand, take my whole life too 
For | can't help falling in love with you 
For | can't help falling in love with you" Nikki sang quietly, nuzzling into my hair. | sighed, and buried my face 


into his bare chest. | love hearing him sing, but he never does. 

"Thanks, babe. I'm sorry this is how you to spent your Christmas.." | mumbled. Nikki chuckled, and kissed me. 
"There's no other way I'd have it, Desty. | love you." He whispered in my ear. | kissed his cheek. 

‘| love you too, Nik" | sighed. "Wait..Desty?" | asked while trying not to laugh. He laughed. 

"Yeah, Desty." Nikki laughed. | giggled. | love him so much. 


"You're so weird" | snickered. 


"But you love it." Nikki stated smiling. | shrugged. 
"| guess maybe." He feigned offense. 


"Humph. And after | sang to youl" Nikki joked, flipping over so he had his back to me. | rolled my eyes, smiling 
none the less. 


"Oh, Nikki darling, | offer my sincerest apologies!" | dramatically exclaimed, faking a British accent. "Oh, | suppose 
you are forgiven" He laughed, turning to face me. 


As | looked into his eyes, | felt myself melt. He lifted his hand and lightly caressed my cheek, his rough 
fingertips barely brushing it. | closed my eyes and smiled. | then gently grabbed his hand, and started playing 
with his fingers. He has beautiful hands. It makes sense though, all of him is perfect. 


Nikki chuckled. | looked up at him through my eyelashes, with my hair falling in my face slightly. He groaned a 
little and ran his other hand through his hair, looking up at the ceiling. 


"Stop looking at me like that." Nikki grumbled. 

"Like what?" | asked innocently. 

"Like THAT." He said, pointing at my face. | chuckled. 

"What, you don't like me looking at you, Nikki?" | teased after kissing his palm. Nikki gave me a look. 

"Dammit, girl. It's like you actually WANT to get caught and kicked off the tour." he groaned. | giggled. 
"Sorry, Nik. Habit” | chuckled. Nikki chuckled, then realized what | said and looked a little pissed off. | chuckled. 
"Don't worry, this is all for you now." | whispered, motioning towards myself. He groaned and slammed his lips 
into mine. 

Nikki's lips hungrily devoured mine, while his hands roamed my body. | ran my hands through his thick black 


locks, rivaling his passion with my own. He gently pushed me down, so he was on top of me. | moaned a little as 


his hands slid up my (his) shirt. | raked my nails across his shoulders, earring a primal growl from him. 
*KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK* 


Nikki pulled away from me, and looked at the door. | shrugged, and slipped on a pair of shorts while he 


answered the door. 
"Whadya want?" | heard Nikki ask, clearly irritated. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?!" The person asked. 


Oh fuck. 

"Destiny?! What's this?!" The man at the door asked. A man | knew as Robbin Crosby. 

"Oh, Robbin, um this is..well this is Nikki." | mumbled. Nikki looked at me, quite pissed. 

"Nikki?! As in, Mötley Crüe Nikki?!" Robbin yelled, realizing who Nikki was. Nikki's eyes widened. 
"Destiny, what the fuck?! My friend?! Fucking Christ!" Nikki hissed. 


"l-l can explain! | stuttered. Robbin and Nikki looked ready to kill. Whether they wanted to kill me, or themselves 


| don't know. 
"You fucking whore! You're cheating on me with my best friend!" Robbin yelled, clearly hurt and angry. 


"Robbin, honey, | am not cheating on you. I'm not even with you anymore!" | said, praying Nikki didn't believe 


him. Robbin looked hurt. 


"But, you never broke up with me! And | never broke up with youl | just woke up one day and you were gone!" 


He exclaimed, pain evident. 


Nikki glared at me. "So, l'm the other man to one of my best friends’ girl?! Who used to be my best friend?!" 
Nikki yelled. | looked at him, silently begging him to stay. Robbin coughed. | looked back at him. 


"Nikki, no! H's not like that!" | cried. 


"| didn't just leave you idiot! | had told you for weeks we were over as soon as | went on tour! Hell, | even left 


you a note to remind youl" | yelled | can't believe he's accusing me of this. 
"You lying slut! | loved youl" Robbin yelled. 


"Hey! You may be my friend, but you better watch your mouth before | bust it" Nikki growled. | held onto his 


arm, knowing that he would do it. 


"Robbin, honey, just go. | told you time after time that it was just a fling." | sighed. Robbin's eyes started 
watering. 


"Fine. I'll go. There's a girl way hotter than you in the lobby anyway." He snapped. | shook my head and rubbed 
my temples. Nikki, having calmed down and thought the situation through, looked a little guilty. 


Nikki wrapped his arms around me. "l'm sorry | questioned you.." he mumbled after | shut the door. 


"IFs ok. He's one of your best friends.. and it's not like | don't have a reputation." | muttered. Nikki sighed. 


"| know you'd never cheat, though. | just got caught up in the moment." He sighed. | turned around in his arms 


and kissed him. 

"Let's just forget this happened, yeah?" | asked him softly. Nikki nodded. 
"Whatever you want, babe." 

"Do you remember our first Christmas together?" Nikki asked, quietly. | nodded. 
"Wasn't that the one you knocked the tree over and it caught on fire?" | laughed. 
"Yes, but it did not! It only smoked." Nikki exclaimed. | started laughing my ass off. 
-flashback- 

"Marissa! | found the perfect tree!" Frank yelled. 


"You did?!" | yelled back, jogging over to him. Thank god. He had kept us out here for hours, searching for the 
perfect tree. 


"Yeah. Ain't she a beaut?" Frank asked, motioning to a beautiful, full one. 

| nodded. "Its perfect!" | yelled, hugging him. He laughed. 

"Trust me, honey. | know" Frank chuckled 

"Lets get it home and clean it up." | said, thrilled to be out of the cold and snow at last. 


My parents had entrusted us with putting up the tree, while they were gone on a business trip. A decision 
they would regret later.. 


-time skip- 
"Frank, it's beautifull" | giggled. Frank chuckled, and wrapped his arm around me. 
"Yes, Rissy, it is" He proudly stated. 


It was a beautiful tree. It was full, and tall, with lots of pretty antique ornaments and gold tinsel. We were 


proud as peacocks. 


lm gonna go grab my cameral I'll be right back" | yelled excitedly, jogging to my room. | had been gone 5 
maybe |0 minutes, when | heard a crash and Frank cussing. 


| ran back into the living room, to see Frank frantically beating our once beautiful tree, that was smoldering 
and tipped over. 


"What happened?!" | asked. 


"|-Uh, well.. | was havin’ a smoke and | tripped on the rug..and the tree, well, it, uh, it kinda caught on fire and 
fell over.." Frank explained sheepishly, having finally put the tree out. 


"Oh god." | mumbled hearing my parents come home. 

"What the hell happened here?! My father yelled 

-end of flashback- 

"God, we were in so much trouble!" | wheezed. Nikki laughed 
"Yeah, | thought your dad was gonna murder mel" He exclaimed 
"| did too!" | laughed. 


We spent the rest of the night reminiscing and cuddling. Maybe this wasn’t such a bad Christmas after all.. 


Sweet Dreams 


Author's Notes: 
Just a warning, this chapter is super long! 


| hate truth or dare. With a fiery passion straight from hell. 

Nikki, Tommy, Vince, Annabeth, Sheryl, Karolyn, and | all sat in a big circle playing the stupid game. Mick had 
opted to watch, which was definitely a smart move because some of the shit that has happened in this game 
is whack Unfortunately for me, it was my turn. 

"Destiny! Truth or dare?" Tommy asked me excitedly. | sighed. 

"Truth." | said, carefully covering my nervousness with arrogance. Tommy grinned at me mischievously. 
“Alrighty! Hmm.how did you lose your virginity?" He asked me cheekily. | rolled my eyes and chuckled. 

"Nikki, Karolyn, don't kill me please." | said, watching them grow concerned. "I caught Nikki in bed with some girl, 
and | was pissed. So | went and fucked the captain of the football team who had been flirting with me.." | 
chuckled nervously. 


"You WHAT?!" Nikki and Karolyn yelled at the same time. 


"Oh come on guys. He fucking asked me if | wanted to do it again in front of you guys." | laughed. Karolyn 
massaged her temples, and Nikki dramaticlly facepalmed. 


"The asshole that tormented me the entire time | was on the team, hell even the entire time | was in high 


school, fucked the one girl that | love?!" Nikki groaned, burying his face in his hands 
Our bands went quiet. | groaned and gave Nikki a look. 
"Love?!" Annabeth squealed. Nikki groaned. 


‘Ive kissed her, hugged her, bought her stuff, Hell | even carry her places all the time. It's not a huge leap." 
He stated, clearly fed up at the moment. Annabeth giggled and hugged me. 


"Congrats, girlie." She said. | chuckled. 


"Thanks. Now | get this knucklehead all to myself." | laughed, throwing an arm around Nikki's neck dramatically. 
He rolled his eyes, but kissed my temple. | smiled. 


"No telling the media just yet though. | don't want if one of our bands gets popular first, then the next one, 
everyone credits it to them being the girl/man of the other band. Bros before hoes, and sisters before 
misters." Karolyn warned. 

"| completely agree." | said, and Nikki nodded. 

"Guys, it's getting late. | think I'm heading out" | told the group. They all hugged me and said their goodbyes. 
"Be careful. | have a weird feeling about this." Karolyn mumbled in my ear while hugging me. 

‘| will be. Love you, sis." | whispered before letting go of her. 

"Love you too." 

"You comin’, baby?" | asked Nikki. He nodded. 

"Yeah, I'll be there soon" Nikki said, standing up. 

"| love you." He whispered, kissing me. | sighed contentedly. 


"| love you too." | muttered, pulling away. 


"Ugh, gross. Cut the lovey-dovey shit guys! Or at least spare our virgin eyes!" Vince yelled like a little kid. | 
laughed. 


"At least he can get some, well, he will after the tour." | teased, winking at Nikki. 
"EW. BAD VISUALS." Karolyn yelled, pretending to gouge out her eyes out. | laughed. 


"Whaat? You don't wanna see me do something like this?" Nikki asked, confusing us all. Just as | gave him a 


weird look, he pulled me close to him and kissed me fiercely. 


"OH GOD STOOOPI" Karolyn and Vince yelled while covering their eyes. Nikki ignored them, and grabbed my ass, 


pressing me directly against him. 

"Ok, ok that's enough, kids." Mick said, pushing us out the door. After he shut the door, we started laughing. 
"Hey, Nikki. | kinda wanna get a new piercing." | casually mentioned. 

"Oh yeah? Whadya wanna get, Dest?" He curiously asked me. 


"My nose. And maybe more of my ear." | said excitedly. Nikki nodded. 


"Let's go then! | want a new tat anyway.” 
Four hours and a lot of cash later, we finally walked out of the tattoo shop. 


Nikki had gotten a Dragon wrapped around a music note tattoo, and while he did that, | got some stuff. | got a 
silver nose hoop, and a tattoo | had yet to let Nikki see. It was the letters "NS'under my left boob. 


When we got back to the hotel room, Nikki was practically begging to see my new tat. 
"Okay, okay. But don't freak out." | said giving him a knowing look. He grinned as | locked the door. 
"Lay it on me, babe." Nikki excitedly said. 


| slowly lifted up my shirt, until it was over my bra. Then | took off my bra, and lifted up my boob, exposing 


the gorgeous cursive letters. 


Nikki's eyes widened. He bent down to get a better look, and lightly traced over the letters. He looked up at in 
shock. "Baby..wow..” he mumbled. 


Nikki stood up, and kissed me. Sparks flew and all | felt in that moment was love. Pure, unadulterated love. "I 


love you." | mumbled against his lips. 
"| love you too." 


After we pulled away, | grinned up at him. "And in the end, the band nerd got the girl. Not the captain of the 
football team." | said, holding in my laughter. Nikki laughed. 


"Hey! | wasn't a band nerd.but if you were trying to make me jealous, it worked" He mumbled. | giggled and 
kissed his cheek 


Let's go to bed, hun l'm tired." | said, pulling off my leather pants. Nikki nodded, and got ready for bed. 
"Sweet dreams, love." Nikki whispered 
"Sweet dreams, Nik" | whispered back to him. 


| wish | could say | had sweet dreams that night. 


Blood. So much fucking blood. 


| looked over at Nikki, who shook his head in shame. 


"You had one job, Destiny. One. But you failed me again" Was all he said. | looked down at the weird little bloody 
blob, tears filling my eyes. All | had to do, was be normal. All | had to do was stay sober. But | didn't. 


‘lm done. You can't even do the one thing all women can do." Nikki hissed, walking away from me. | sobbed. 


"Nikki, no! Please don't leave me again!" | cried, stretching my blood covered arm out to him. He shook his head, 


and left. He abandoned me. 


| started to panic. | was alone again. No one cared enough to stay. And | had fucked up and lost the love of my 


life. 


The walls started closing in around me, and the blood flowed like water. Fear struck me like a lightning bolt. | 


was stuck, trapped in my own worst nightmare. 
"NO!" | screamed, jolting awake. Nikki sat bolt upright next to me. 


"Destiny! Baby, you're ok. I've got you." Nikki said, wrapping his arms around me in an attempt to comfort me. | 
gently pushed them off of me. 


" |l.. | need to be alone right now. l'm sorry. | love you" | frantically spit out, pulling on some pants and putting 


on a bra 
"Oh. Ok then. | love you too." Nikki said, trying to cover the hurt from the rejection 
"lll be back later." | mumbled, rushing out the door. 


As | walked down the street, my mind started to wander. | lit a cig and leaned up against the wall of some 
building. OF course, it started raining. Just my luck. 


| didn't care though. If anything, it helped calm me down. The soft pitter patter of the raindrops hitting the 
gutter above me, comforting me. The gentle coolness of the water trickling down my face, ruining my left over 


makeup. Even the sounds of the cars passing by, the horns in the distance surely directed at some jaywalker. 


Why had | dreamt about that though? Why was there so much blood? And was Nikki really that quick to leave 


me? 
No. He wouldn't leave me. But what had | done that failed him? What was "the one thing all women can do"? 


| know | hurt him when | left this morning, but | really needed air. And time. Heh, even in my dreams | have 


panic attacks. How fitting. 


| really should tell him, or someone at least, about them. But | don't want to worry anyone. Besides, I've handled 
them on my own for this long, I'm sure | can last for longer. | just hope no one catches on. That would be 


fucking awful. We don't need that kind of publicity. 


| wonder if there are any dealers around here. Nikki has told me about this drug called Heroin or something like 


that. Says it'll chill you out real quick. | really could use some of that shit if it's true. 
| stood up, dropped my dead cig, and stomped on it. Then | started looking around until | found some dealer. 
"Hey, whatcha got?" | asked him warily. He looked me up and down, 


"Anything you want. For a price of course, but for a pretty little lady like you, I'll give a discount" He said 
suggestively. 


"l'Il take the best smack you've got. And some rigs" | stated. Thankfully, Nikki had taught me how to shoot up. 


"Follow me." The dealer said, grinning. 


Drug Disaster 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's a little short. The next one will be longer, | promise! 


-Destiny's POV- 

"HEROIN?!" Nikki yelled. | winced. Did he have to be so loud? It really hurt my head, 

"Yes, now stop yelling at mel" | moaned. Nikki still looked pissed. 

"Babygirl, do you realize how hard this shit is?!" He asked, holding up my needles. | rolled my eyes. 

"Nikki, you do this shit! How come | can't?" | asked, my slight accent slipping out. 

| never told anyone but Nikki, but | had moved around a few times as a kid. | spent a lot of time in the south 
when | was little. Not very deep, but deep enough if | wasn't careful my voice had a twang. It kinda fucked me 
up at times. 


"Don't you do this to me, Destiny." He spit, pointing at me. What the fuck is it with him and pointing at me?! 


"Do what?! Breathe?! Every fucking time | do something fun, that you do! | get "in trouble” with youl I'm sick 
and tired of you bitching at me for having fun!" | yelled. Nikki froze. 


"Its different with you, Destiny." He said, clearly frustrated 
"Why?! Why can't you let me have fun with youl" | yelled. 
"BECAUSE IT'S DANGEROUS!" Nikki yelled 

"THEN WHY DO YOU DO IT?!" | yelled back at him. 


"BECAUSE | DON'T MATTER! IF | DIE, SO WHAT?! | DON'T WANT YOU TO DIE! YOU'RE TOO GOOD FOR THIS SHIT!" 
Nikki yelled, tears forming in his eyes. 


"BULLSHIT! YOU MEAN MORE TO THIS WORLD THAN | DO! M NO BETTER THAN YOU ARE, NIKKI!" | yelled, 


feeling my eyes start to water. 


"THAT'S A LIE AND YOU KNOW IT! YOU'VE ALWAYS BEEN THE ONE THAT HAD POTENTIAL! M JUST A FUCK 
UP KID FROM IDAHO!" Nikki screamed. 


"SO AM I!" | screamed back. 

We both just stood there, tears and makeup streaming down our faces. | ran over and hugged him. Nikki 
hugged me back and held me tight. | don't know how long we both stood there, swaying back and forth and 
sobbing into each other. All | knew was neither of us were perfect, and we both needed love. 


"Destiny..please don't leave me.." Nikki hiccuped. | rapidly shook my head. 


‘| won't. | promise." | sobbed into him. We're more alike than we'd like to admit, | think We both have had 
troubled childhoods, and we both have slight abandonment issues. On top of addictive personalities. 


We both have our problems, but we were gonna face them together. And that makes it a little easier. 


Valentines Day: Part One 


-|986, Valentines Day 

-Destiny Gibs’ POV- 

"GET THE FUCK OUT OF MY WAY! SORRY!" | yelled, pushing people out of my way at the airport. 
| had just gotten the call. The one no girl ever wants to receive. 


Nikki Sixx, my long time lover, has been found dead in a dumpster. | was hysterical. Every memory we had 


made together was flashing before my eyes as | boarded the soonest plane to London. 

- flashback - 

"Nikki! Nikki, baby, c'merel" | yelled happily. 

"What?" He yelled, strutting into our shared bedroom. 

"Look!" | giggled, pointing at the TV screen. 

"Yes, ladies and gentlemen, the rumors are true! Mötley Crue bassist Nikki Sixx, and Mavericks frontwoman 
Destiny Gibs, have publicly announced that they indeed are engaged to be married. Crue fans and Maverick 
fans across the globe are either jumping with joy, or saddened by the loss of a potential rockstar lover. Now 


moving along to Madonna's latest hit ‘Papa Don't Preach’.." The news woman said. 


| grinned at Nikki, who has a smile brighter than the sun. "Now the whole damn world knows you're mine, and 


only mine." Nikki laughed, picking me up bridal style. | grinned and kissed him. 

"Forever and always, Nikki." 

-end of flashback- 

| didn't realize it, but | had tears streaming down my cheeks. We were happy. We were supposed to be rock's 
power couple. But of course, why would life let that happen. It would be so much funnier to pull the rug out 


from underneath us. 


Why couldn't we be kids again. Back then our biggest problem was having enough spare money to buy 
cigarettes. Now we might not be alive long enough to smoke another cigarette again. 


| looked out the window of the airplane, and felt myself slipping away again 


-flashback- 
The sun was incredibly hot that day. In a desperate attempt to survive it, Frank and | had gone to the pool. 
"Marissa, look! Shark!" Frank yelled, pointing behind me. | gave him a look. 


"Sharks don't live in pools, you dumbass!" | yelled. Next thing | knew, something grabbed my ankle and pulled me 
under. 


| kicked and | fought my way back up to the surface, just to be met with Frank laughing his ass off. | turned 


around to tell off whoever had pulled me under. 


"Rick Van Zant, Damn you!" | laughed. Rick was a friend of Frank's that he had visiting for a week or two. He 


and Frank love giving me hell. 

"You should've seen your face!" Rick wheezed. "Priceless!" Frank laughed. | pouted. 

"Fuck you guys." | said, crossing my arms and pursing my lips. 

"Aw, Marissa, c'mon. l'm sorry." Frank said sheepishly. He always melted as soon as | pursed my lips. | giggled. 
| guess you're forgiven. And you?" | asked, turning to Rick 

"Fine, whatever. lm sorry. But it was funny as hell though." Rick chuckled. | grinned. 

"Not as funny as this!" | said, kicking water in his face and swimming backwards like an otter. 

"You bitch!" He laughed. 

-end of flashback- 

We had spent the rest of the summer doing that, with or without Rick. Honestly the summers we spent 
together as teens will always hold a special place in my heart. | loved each and every moment of them. Except 
for when Nikki left for Seattle.. 


-flashback- 


Frank and | stood at the bus stop, neither one of us having the heart to talk. Frank's Nona and Grandfather 


Tom were talking to the bus driver about Frank's ticket, leaving us alone for a little while. 


| looked up at him, tears swimming in my eyes. | knew | had to be strong, and that | couldn't cry in front of 
him, because if | did he wouldn't ever leave Idaho. As much as it hurt me, | knew he had to go. So | blinked 
them all away, praying they would wait until he was on the bus. 


"Marissa |." Frank started, looking off into the horizon. | looked at him, confused. | saw him swallow, and look 


down. Using his bangs as a shield for his eyes. 
"Marissa. lov-" 
"Frank! The bus is leaving!" Frank's Nona yelled. He nodded. 


"lll be right there!” He called. 


Frank turned to me, and hugged me tightly. | hugged him back, just as hard. "Marissa. | love you." Frank 
whispered, before running off. | felt the tears stream down my cheeks as | watched the bus pull off. 


-end of flashback- 


| never got to say it back to him. Hell, | had forgotten about that until right now. | might never get to say it 
to him again.why did he have to do this to me?! Why god why. Why him?! 


| just wish our last conversation had gone better. 

-flashback- 

| stormed into his dressing room, furious at what | had just seen 

"WHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?!" | yelled, pointing at the now empty stage. Nikki rolled his eyes. 
"That was for effect, calm down" He dismissed. | felt my blood boil 


"Oh yeah?! | do shit for effect all the time too! But you don't see me getting friendly with guys in the front 


row, when | just announced my engagement!" | yelled. 


| couldn't believe him. After all these years, he flirts with some blonde bitch in the front row, RIGHT AFTER 


announcing to the audience about the engagement. 


"| don't see why you're so upset! Its not like | fucked her or anything!" Nikki shot back, clearly getting pissed 
off. 


"SERIOUSLY?! | can't believe you! You're not the same man | said yes to!" | screamed. "MY Nikki would never do 
this to me! MY Nikki would have more respect for me than to embarrass me like this! MY Nikki loves me 
enough to pick another way to get the audiences attention!" Nikki's eyes darkened. 


"You know what, Destiny?! l'm sick of this shit! | do the smallest thing, and you're all over me! | have no 
freedom!" He hissed, his words slurring. Then | realized, he's high off his ass. 


"Nikki, just, talk to me when you're ready to be a man. Until then.” | slipped the beautiful diamond engagement 
ring he had given me off, and slammed it down on the vanity. He looked hurt, but didn't stop me as | stormed 


out. 

-end of flashback- 

| have never regretted anything more in my life. The look of absolute hurt he had will forever be burned into 
my brain. And now | get to live with that guilt. Serves me right | suppose. It just proves, money truly cannot 


buy happiness. 


Maybe I'll just sleep the rest of the plane trip. I'll need my wits about me when | land.. 


Valentines Day: Part Two/Dancing on Glass 


| knocked on the door anxiously. | needed to see my man, before | went crazy.lommy opened the door, and 


sighed when he saw me. He looked like he hadn't slept on days. 


"Thank god you're here. He's in the first bedroom" Tommy said, ushering me down the hall. | nervously opened 


the door. 


"Nikki." | breathed. | felt like the air had been knocked out if my chest. There laid the love of my life, asleep. He 
looked like shit. 


He was covered with black and blue bruises, from where the idiotic dealer had tried to beat him back to life, 


and he looked tired. It hurt to see him in so much pain. 


| rushed over to the side of the bed and dropped to my knees beside it, accidentally waking him up. Nikki looked 
up at me, his green eyes full of pain He smiled a little at me, and weakly reached his hand up and touched my 
cheek. | put my hand over his and nuzzled into it. Placing a small kiss in his palm. 


"Baby boy..never do this to me again.” | whispered to him. Nikki looked a little flushed because of the nickname, 
but nodded. | carefully hugged him. 


‘I'm so sorry about what happened in the dressing room. | didn't mean it, baby." He hoarsely whispered. | shook 


my head. 


"Don't worry about it.l'm sorry too." | mumbled, playing with his fingers. | smiled when | saw his engagement 


band | had made him get. 
"Here.." he mumbled, digging something out of his pocket. 


| felt tears prick my eyes when he gently grabbed my left hand, and slid my engagement ring back on. He 
really had good taste. 


It was a beautiful black banded ring, studded with diamonds, with a slightly bigger diamond in the middle. And 
his matched, just it was a little different. Nikki's just had a row of diamonds. 


| couldn't help it. | burst into tears when | looked at our hands. | had wanted those rings on us since high 
school, and here we were. We both had our bands being successful, we finally had each other, and we had lots 


of money. All that, and yet it wasn't enough for either one of us. 


| hadn't had the heart to tell Nikki | took a speedball before getting on the plane to London | had been winning 
the war against my addictions, but this pushed me over the edge again. But | knew if Nikki knew he caused me 
to relapse, he'd never forgive himself. So | didn't tell him. 


"You know you can't hide this from him.." Mick stated sadly, watching me shoot up. | nodded and leaned back 
against the toilet. 


"And you know if | tell him, itll kill him." | drawled. Mick shook his head. 


‘lm not hiding this from him for you. | love you like my kid sister, you know that. But he was my brother 


first. | won't lie to him." Mick said, walking back into the living room. 


| hid my rigs and syringes (while keeping my smack and coke on me), pulled down my shirt sleeve, and went 
into Nikki's room again. 


"Hey, baby" He said, smiling up at me. | gave him a lopsided grin 


"Hi, my love." | cooed as | played with his hair. Nikki sighed contentedly, and pulled me in his lap. | chuckled. 


Nothing ever slowed him down, not even nearly dying. 


| gently cuddled into him, using my hair to cover my eyes. | knew it would only take one look and he knew. l'm 


basically dancing on glass. 
"I hope you know how much | love you.." | muttered. Nikki nodded. 


"I know, sweetheart. | love you too." He sighed. | winced. | feel horrible about hiding things from him.. he doesn't 
deserve that.. 


"Nikki." | sighed. 
"Yeah, babe?" He mumbled, petting my hair. | opened my mouth, but | couldn't seem to force the words out. 
‘| miss how we used to be.." | copped out. 


- December 1985 - 


"That's it! Work it, honey!" The photographer encouraged as | posed for the cover of a magazine. | chuckled, 


ran a hand through my hair, threw my head back and looked down at the camera. 
Nikki always bitched about how | posed sexier for magazines than his ‘home projects’ (him following me around 
with his camera trying to get free porn) but | honestly found it funny. But even | had to admit, | always looked 


damn good in magazines. 


"You did it again, didn't you?" Nikki asked as he walked into the studio. | laughed. 


"Did what, babe?" | asked, feigning innocence. He laughed. 
"Can | see the pictures?" Nikki asked the photographer. 


"Yes, of course!" The photographer grinned, noticeably gay for my fiancé. | giggled, as Nikki obliviously grinned 
at him. After Nikki looked at my photos, he mumbled something and put his hands on his hips. 


"Babygirl, we both know you're capable of being like that at home. Why do | always get the ones where you're 
doing your ‘I'm just a cute goofball thing!" He pouted, sticking his lip out. | laughed and kissed his lips. 


"Be good, and you might get something.” | whispered, winking at him. Nikki smirked and put his hands on my hips. 
"Oh is that all it takes?" He whispered to me, giving me that cocky look he knew | loved. 

"THATS IT!" The photographer yelled, grabbing his camera and setting it up. "Destiny's paradise, upcoming 
album, and upcoming husband!" He excitedly yelled, pushing us into the dressing room. "Get ready for a shoot 
together, you two!" He said, slamming the door behind him. | giggled. 

"Well he's..enthusiastic." Nikki chuckled, looking through the outfits. 

"You know he likes you, right?" | laughed. "Well duh. Otherwise he would've kicked me out" Nikki said, chuckling. 
"No, honey, | mean LIKES you." | giggled. Realization hit him like a Mac truck. 


"OH. Well, that's..something.” He awkwardly laughed. 


| laughed, and held up a black and white striped pair of leggings, a studded leather bra, and a leather jacket. 
"How's this?" | asked. He examined it, and shrugged. 


"Try it on, but ditch the jacket." Nikki instructed me. | nodded, and did as he asked. "Perfect!" Nikki exclaimed, 
putting on a black and white striped suit. 


We helped do each other's hair and makeup, (perks of having a glam man) and walked out to the shoot. 
- February 198b - 
Our lives had completely changed since then. It's amazing what a few months can do. 


| looked at Nikki, who had fallen asleep. He always looks so peaceful when he sleeps, almost like he's completely 
innocent and fresh. | knew this handsome man had been through hell, but if he's happy, then l'm happy. 


Memories 
-March 198b- 


Nikki was at the studio, so | had the house to myself for once. Which was nice, because it meant | didn't have 
to wear a long sleeve shirt. You'd be surprised how much you start to miss tank tops after a month or so of 


only wearing hoodies. 


| jogged around the house with my and Nikki's dogs playing fetch, with some music blaring. "Go get it, girll" | 
yelled, tossing the rubber ball down the hall. 


We had a beautiful female Doberman named Satan, and an adorable pit bull puppy named Blade. We both loved 
the hell out of them, but Satan was more of a daddy's girl, where as Blade was a mama's boy. It was funny to 
watch Satan try to squeeze herself into her daddy's lap, just because Blade was small enough to fit in mine 


nicely. They were pretty much our kids. 

Satan ran back to me and dropped the ball at my feet, smiling sloppily. | grinned and knelt down to her. "That's 
Mama's good girll" | happily cheered, riling her up a little. As we started playfully wrestling, | heard Blade whine. 
| looked over, and saw him running full speed towards us. My eyes widened. He was tiny so | wasn't worried 


about him hurting us, | was more worried about us hurting him. "Blade, no!" | yelled, just a little too late. 


Blade jumped, and flew through the air. | watched in horror as his tiny body collided with his sister's side. 


Satan lost her balance, and fell onto me, creating a literal dog pile, with me on the bottom. 


After | was sure they both were ok, | started laughing. They got off me, and pulled themselves together. Then, 
| heard the door open. 


"Hey guys, lm home!" Oh shit. 
At the sound of Nikki's voice, they both shot over to the door. Trampling me in the process. | groaned, and sat 
up. | walked into to the mud room, and leaned against the doorway watching them. Nikki put his bass out of the 


way, and dropped to his knees hugging them both. 


"There's my babies! Did ya miss me?" Nikki laughed as they both licked his face. | grinned. | love them so 
fucking much. "Where's Mama, guys?" Nikki asked, loving on them both. 


"Right here, babe." | said. He looked up at me and smiled even wider. 


He carefully stood up, and walked over to me. | grinned up at him, and wrapped my arms around him. Nikki 


smiled, and leaned down and kissed me. 


Times like these were my favorite. We were a bit rowdy and crazy, but we were still our own fucked up little 


family. It even made me forget about the track marks on my arms. 
Nikki and | were attempting to watch tv, but the signal kept flaking out. 


| had stood on my tip toes, bending the antenna "Try now" | called to Nikki, who was fiddling with the remote. 
He pushed the button, and the picture cleared perfectly. 


"Got it!" He gleefully yelled. 
| grinned and sat down next to him, reaching for the popcorn Suddenly, he grabbed my arm. 


"Destiny? What are those?" Nikki asked, running the tips of his fingers over the small scabs on the inside of 


my arm. 


"Oh, uh, nothing." | said pulling my arm back. He sighed. "Y'know, I'm not stupid. You're doing it again, aren't you?" 
Nikki asked, his voice hard. 


"Nikki, baby, you gotta understand. It's not as easy as it looks..." | tried. He shook his head. 


| can't believe you. You fucking lied to me." He laughed, standing up. "Dammit, Destiny." Nikki groaned, rubbing 
his head. 


"Nikki, please. I've tried! You know that!" | sighed. 
"Dammit, Destiny! You're gonna turn into a junkie if you keep this up!" He exclaimed. 


| groaned. Nikki was right. | was already a junkie. 


After he found out | was hooked again, Nikki put me on full lockdown. If he wasn't with me, someone that he 
trusted was. It was horrible. 


| had managed to get clean of coke, and heroin, but | was working through some resentment issues. | love Nikki, 


but he's a little controlling. It's getting harder to take the obvious double standards. 


| had gotten bored while Nikki was in the shower, and decided to clean out some boxes in the closet. Turns out, 
| hit memento pay dirt. There was lots of stuff from old tours, birthdays, parties, etc. 


"Nikki! Look at this!" | called as | heard him walk into the bedroom. 


"What is it?" He asked, walking over to me. | looked up at him, smiling when | saw he only had a towel wrapped 
around his waist, with his hair still wet. "It's the note that you used to ask me to be yours." | giggled. Nikki 
smiled and read it over my shoulder. 

"God, | was so corny." He chuckled. | shrugged. 

"| think it's sweet." | said, kissing his cheek. 

-February 1184- 

Nikki and | were cuddling and watching TV when | realized he had never asked me to be his girlfriend. Shit. 
"Y'know what?" | asked, looking up at him. 

"Hmm, what?" Nikki asked, smiling down at me. 

"We are not technically together. Like officially." | laughed. Why was this so like us? Be friends for years, stop 
seeing each other for years, see each other again, fall in love, never ask, just make our way into each other's 
lives. It fit us perfectly. 

"Wait what? What do you mean?!" Nikki asked, panic in his voice. | chuckled. 

"We never asked to be each other's boyfriend/girlfriend. We just kinda started dating." | giggled. He facepalmed. 
"Oh my god!" Nikki exclaimed, only making me laugh harder. 

"I'll be back." He sighed, sitting up. | cuddled into him. 


"Nooo. You're warm, and I'm cold. Stay." | pouted, resting my head on his chest. Nikki laughed a little. 


"Babe, | won't be long. Besides, the blankets at warm." He chuckled, pulling a blanket over me. | stuck my bottom 
lip out. 


"Fine." | huffed. 


Nikki smiled and kissed me. "I'll be back, sweetheart." He said as he walked out the door. | pouted, and grabbed a 
bottle of Jack. Not the healthiest way to pass the time, but still the best. To me, anyway. 


Nikki came back an hour later, with a box of chocolates, a bouquet of red roses, and a cute little smile. My 


eyes went wide. 


"What's all this for, babe?" | asked him, my words slurring a bit. He chuckled at my obviously drunken state, 


and walked over to me. 


"These are for you. Read the card on the roses, if you can" He chuckled nervously. | looked at him and grinned. 


| took the roses from him, and read the card. 
"Destiny Shelly Gibs, (| hope that's still your middle name) | seriously dropped the ball on this one. l'm sorry, 
Sugar. Now, I've known you since we were just kids, and I've loved you every minute of it. | really should've 


grown a pair and asked you this years ago, but here goes nothin. Will you be my girl, officially?" 


| felt my eyes tear up, and | nodded frantically. "I love you." | squeaked, as | hugged him tightly. Nikki chuckled 
and hugged me back. 


"I love you too, Desty." He mumbled, kissing my head. 
-March 198b- 


Nikki laughed, and kissed my lips. "Well, l'm glad you appreciated it. | tried" He chuckled, getting up to get 
dressed. 


"You oughta check some of this shit out, babe. | hit pay dirt" | said, digging through more stuff. 
"Ok, let me finish up" Nikki said over his shoulder. 


"Oh hey, what did you mean by this? I've been meaning to ask you for years." | laughed, holding up the note he 
gave me on the Ozzy tour. Nikki looked at it. 


"Oh my god, | forgot about that! | pretty much meant | wanted to fuck again" He laughed. 

-1983- 

"Wouldn't mind fucking who?" An all too familiar voice asked. 

| turned to look at Nikki. "Shouldn't you be on stage?" | asked slightly confused. He chuckled. "Set ended. l'm 
gonna go steal the shower before anyone else does." Nikki winked at me and passed me a note as he walked by. 


It almost felt like we were in school again. 


| discreetly read the note, and felt my heart flutter in my chest. Out of all the notes he had given me, none 
were quite like this. 


"I enjoyed our litte incident. | wouldn't mind a repeat either, if you know what | mean ;)" 


Oh my fucking god Nikki. | need to tell him about the contract.. 


-March 198b- 
"lm so not surprised. | wanted to, too." | laughed. Nikki laughed, and put his arm around me. 


"If | remember correctly, that's the pair of leather pants that used to drive me insane." He chuckled, pulling 
out a pair of my old pants. 


"You loved those." We both said, at the same time. | giggled. 
| wore them all the time. Although, | will admit, | wore them for you." | mumbled. 


"You did?! How'd you know | loved them on you? | never told you..” Nikki wheezed, laughing harder. | laughed. 
"Baby, you got a boner if | wore them with that one tight shirt. | figured out pretty quick" | said. He shrugged. 


"Good point." 


| love this man. 


The Frayed Ends of Sanity 


Author's Notes: 
| PROMISE ONE DAY THIS WILL BE A HAPPY STORY 


-May 198b- 


"Nikki are you shitting me?! Are you fucking serious?!" | yelled There is no way l'm letting him act like he's a 


saint when we both know damn well he's just as much of a junkie as | am. 


"God, Destiny! Chill out. | just don't want you getting addicted again! It's for your own good!" Nikki grumbled as 
he tossed out my baggies of coke. 


"YOU don't want ME to get addicted again?! So you can be a junkie and it's fine, but | can't?! You're in no 


position to lecture me, sugar." | was practically shaking from the anger and cocaine. 


"Wow, thanks! It's just so fun being called a fucking junkie by my fucking fiancée! The same fiancée that l'm 
trying to keep from overdosing, mind you!" Nikki yelled. 


"You could overdose just as easy, y'know!" | screeched. | love this man, but he really knows how to drive me up 


the wall. 


"But | won't! | know my limits. But | also know you! You push, push, push until you get your ass handed to you 


on a silver platter!" Nikki waved his arms around for emphasis. 


‘Oh yeah?! Well who fucking died on Valentine's Day, huh?! Sure as shit wasn't me." | glared at him. Nikki's eyes 


narrowed, and he pointed his finger at me. 
"Don't. Don't fucking go there." He growled. | raised my eyebrows. 
"Yeah? Why the fuck not?" | challenged. 


| know I'll hate myself once I've cooled off, but my self control is absolute shit and I'm ready to go toe to toe 


with him. Our lives are spiraling out of control and | can't fix it without him admitting he's done wrong too. 


"You know why, goddamn it! You fucking know it wasn't my fault!" Nikki's beautiful green eyes were shooting 
daggers at me, and it only got harsher and the fight escalated. 


"Does that fucking matter?! Absolutely nothing makes it ok for me to be on a short leash while you run wild! 
You're being hypocritical and controlling!" | yelled. 


"Y'know what? I'm fucking done. Don't come crying to me when you overdose.” He spat, storming out of the 


house and leaving me alone. 

My heart ached as | heard his motorcycle speed down the street. | don't understand why he's refusing to even 
make an effort to find common ground. | know it's bad, but quite frankly | can't do this anymore. Not clean or 
sober, anyway. 

| went to the kitchen, and grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels. | stomped up to our bedroom and flopped on the 


bed. Eventually | changed into my underwear and some New York Dolls shirt that was on the floor, and started 
chugging til | passed out. 


Blood. So much fucking blood. 
| looked over at Nikki, who shook his head in shame. 


"You had one job, Destiny. One. But you failed me again" Was all he said. | looked down at the weird little bloody 
blob, tears filling my eyes. All | had to do, was be normal. All | had to do was stay sober. But | didn't. 


lm done. You can't even do the one thing all women can do." Nikki hissed, walking away from me. | sobbed. 


"Nikki, no! Please don't leave me again!" | cried, stretching my blood covered arm out to him. He shook his head, 


and left. He abandoned me. 


| started to panic. | was alone again. No one cared enough to stay. And | had fucked up and lost the love of my 


life. 


The walls started closing in around me, and the blood flowed like water. Fear struck me like a lightning bolt. | 


was stuck, trapped in my own worst nightmare. 


Then the doorbell rang. It echoed through the house, successfully waking me from my nightmare. | hadn't had 


a nightmare in ages, so it's a little concerning that I'm having them again. 


The doorbell was going crazy, which wasn't doing my hungover and dope sick head any favors. | groaned and 


forced myself up to go tell off the asshole outside my door. 
"WHAT?!" | bellowed when | opened the door. Poor Annabeth looked horrifyed when she laid eyes on me. 
"Jesus, Dest. You look like shit" Annabeth muttered. | rolled my eyes and let her in 


"Thanks so much, A-Beth." | muttered sarcastically, stomping into my living room. 


"So, we've got press for the new album in like an hour.." Annabeth mentioned. | groaned. 


"Would they notice if | skipped?" | asked. | feel like shit, and | don't want to go anywhere. | just want to call my 
dealer and he left the hell alone. 


"Yes they'd notice! We can't cover for you forever, you know.’ Annabeth sighed. Even she had lost her patience 
with my antics. 


"Whatever. Gimme half an hour. Make yourself at home." | muttered as | stomped upstairs. 


When | got to the top of the stairs, | leaned against the railing. My stomach is killing me. | went to the 


bathroom and puked my guts up. | guess withdrawals are worse than | remembered.. 


| managed to survive the interview, but my band mates were pissed | looked hungover. Y'know what? Fuck 


them. Their fiancé didn't walk out on them this morning. 
It hurts. It hurts a lot without Nikki. But maybe he'll realize he shouldn't try and control me so much. | am a 
grown woman after all, | can make my own decisions. But for now, my heart was set on doing a little dope and 


hitting the sack.. 


Right after | shot up, | heard the doorbell. | stormed downstairs, almost tripping on the last one. | quickly 


recomposed myself and opened the door. 


"What the hell?!" | yelled, seeing Tommy supporting Nikki. Tommy sighed, probably realizing | was high too, and 


gave me a pleading look 


"Please take him! He keeps ranting about you and passing out. Heather told me to bring him home, and she'll kil 
me if | bring him back! | think she's pissed." Tommy pleaded, giving me those big brown puppy dog eyes. 


"Ugh fine. Set him down wherever." | sighed, rubbing my temples. 
"Thanks, Dest. It means a lot" Tommy gratefully said, tugging Nikki over to the couch. 


"I know it's not my place to ask, but are you ok, Des? You seem kinda upset." He asked, concern lacing his voice 


as he plopped Nikki on the couch. | nodded. 
"Yeah. I'm fine. Thanks for asking, T" | replied. It really did feel good to have someone show me affection again. 
"Well, | better head home. Heather is probably thinking | got lost again." Tommy chuckled. | nodded. 


"See ya later, T-bone. Thanks for bringing jackass over there home." | mumbled jerking my thumb towards 


Nikki. Tommy laughed. 


"No problem, Sixx." | winced a bit, but let it go. Ever since Nikki proposed, the boys like calling me Sixx. | didn't 


have a problem with it until now. 


| looked over at Nikki, who was passed out on the couch. | hate him just as much as | love him. He's a 
controlling, rude, belligerent, bastard. But he's also a loving, caring, funny, sweetheart. | miss the Nikki | fell in 
love with, not this shell of him. 


As | was watching him, he started to stir. He looked pained. Like he was having a nightmare. | furrowed my 
eyebrows, unsure of what to do. As | watched the anguish creep across his face, | decided to wake him up. 


"Wake the fuck up, Nikki." | mumbled, gently shaking him. Nikki winced and groaned a little, but didn't wake up. 
"Nikki, wake up." | said, shaking him harder. He whimpered quietly, but he still didn't wake up. "Nikki! Wake up!" | 
yelled, somewhat panicked and shaking him fiercely. Nikki's eyes shot open and he sat bolt upright. 

He looked at me with tears in his eyes. My heart shattered despite still being mad at him. 

"Baby." Nikki whispered, looking down at the carpet. 

"Hey, are you alright, honey?" | asked him tentatively. He looked up at me and shook his head ‘no’. | gently pulled 
him into a hug, his face burying in my neck as he held onto me. "I'm here, baby boy. Itll be ok" | sighed. He let 
out a small sob. 

"Do you wanna talk about it?" | muttered. Nikki nodded and pulled away enough that he could talk. 

"W-we lost o-our little b-." He sobbed, unable to finish his sentence. | froze, terrified. | quickly recovered 
however, when | saw his eyes. His beautiful green eyes were spewing tears. | hugged him as tightly as | could, 
and rubbed his back as he let it all out. 

Our little what? Why would he dream such a thing? And why am | so scared? 


"It was just a dream...” 


The Mistake 


Author's Notes: 
The majority of the angst is almost over! | promise! 


"You should really go to the doctor." Nikki mumbled as he watched me throw my guts up. | shook my head. | 
drank a lot last night, and | haven't shot up today. Courtesy of Nikki, of course. 


"No, it's just a hangover and withdrawals." | groaned. Nikki rolled his eyes and tied my hair back. 


"Whatever. If you do this tomorrow, I'll haul your ass there myself” He said, crossings his arms and walking 


off. | chuckled. 


We're still on the outs, but it's nice to know he still cares. | refused to quit drugs unless he does too, 


successfully staving off the threat of rehab. But of course he'd find a way to get me to a doctor... 


| felt my stomach cramp up. | stood up shakily, flushed the toilet, and sat down on it. | looked for any blood. | 
had assumed it was just my period, which was late. Nothing. Not one drop. Oh no. 


"Nikki." | mumbled. | rolled my eyes realizing that he didn't hear me. "NIKKI!" | yelled. 
"WHAT?" He bellowed from the kitchen. 
‘COME HERE!" | nervously yelled. He groaned, but did as | asked. 


"What's wrong?" Nikk asked. | looked at him, suddenly terrified of what | was about to tell him. He leaned 


against the doorframe, watching me carefully. 
"My period is late." 
That was all it took for his attitude to change completely. Nikki's eyes widened, his face paled, and he looked 


just as fear stricken as | was. "Get some clothes on, we're heading out” He said quietly as he walked to our 


room. 


-Nikki's POV- 


"My god! What on earth have you been doing, miss Gibs?!" The doctor asked as he read the file. Destiny 
shifted awkwardly. 


"Uh, just living normally?" She uneasily responded. The doctor shook his head. 


"Well whatever ‘normal living’ is to you, should change. You're lucky you're alive. Let alone the baby. Its 


heartbeat is very-" He said, but we cut him off 
"BABY?" Destiny and | yelled at the same time. The doctor nodded, and gave us an odd look 

"You mean you didn't know? You're almost nine weeks along" He said 

"|-we-she can't bel" | exclaimed. Destiny just sat there in shock 

"How is it still alive. almost killed it." she mumbled, tears pooling in her eyes. | shook my head 

"No, that test has to be wrong" | stated. We can't take care of a child Oh my god what are we going to do?! 


| need air. I'll be back" | said, flying out of the doctors office like a bat out of Hell. | hopped on my bike, revved 


the engine and drove off. | need space. 

| can't handle this.. 

-Destiny's POV- 

"No. No, you're lying. It can't be" | stated, earning a sigh from the doctor. 

"You could always get an abortion, Miss Gibs." He said in a disappointed tone. | shook my head, 

"| need to think, and find Nikki. Please just bill our insurance." | mumbled as | rushed out of the doctors office. 
Nikki had taken the bike, leaving me to hail a cab. On the way home | couldn't help but feel resentful. 

This damn thing has ruined my life. | can't drink, | can't smoke, | can't do drugs! | can't do anything! Nothing 
even remotely enjoyable, that is. Why didn't Nikki just use a fucking condom, or pulled out for God's sakes. | 
wish | had been infertile, like my aunt. That would've made life so much easier. 

When | got home, Nikki was gone. Typical. He's probably out getting wasted with the boys, again I'm so fed up 
with him. He just left me there! All alone in the doctors office, making us look terrible. He didn't even bother to 
leave me a ride home. 

| walked into the kitchen and made myself a peanut butter sandwich. Stress eating has always been an 


unhealthy habit of mine. Last time | had a sober crisis, | gained almost ten pounds. Great, this thing is gonna 


make me fat, tool 


| wish | could say | wasn't resentful. | really do. | always wanted to have a family with Nikki, but now is not a 
good time for that. We're too toxic and unstable. | love Nikki with all of my heart and soul, but he's not been 
very supportive lately. 

| fed the dogs, but have nothing else to do. | suppose I'll just go take a nap.. 

-Nikki's POV- 


| burst through the front door of the house, absolutely furious. | cant believe her. She probably went out and 


slept with another man. It's probably not even minel 


"DESTINY" | bellowed, walking down the hall. | probably shouldn't have done so much cocaine, or drank so much, 
but | couldn't handle this on my own. 


"What?" She sleepily asked, rubbing her eyes and smearing her makeup. 


"Who's is it?! Robin's?! Tommy's?! Who's?!" | asked venomously. Destiny's eyes widened in confusion and slight 


fear. 
"Who's what? The mistake?" She asked. | rolled my eyes. 
"Yes, the mistake! The one inside youl" | groaned. 


'|-Uh-What? It's yours, Nikki! | don't know why you'd think it's not" Destiny said, hurt and anxiety shining in 


her eyes. 

"Oh please. I'm sure you've slept with other guys" | hissed, my words slurring drastically. She shook her head 
'N-no. Just you. Stop yelling" She said, her face paling, | furrowed my eyebrows 

"What? Gonna cry?" | asked sarcastically. Destiny shook her head and put her hand on her stomach. 

"Ah!" She hissed in pain | gave her an odd look 


"What's wrong? Hurts to be called out, huh?" | laughed. She shook her head, and glared at me. Pain filled her 


eyes, and | realized she was actually physically hurting. 
"A-are you ok?" | asked in confusion. She shook her head. Then | saw something seeping onto the floor.. 
- Destiny's POV- 


Blood. So much fucking blood. 


| looked over at Nikki, who shook his head in shame. 

"You had one job, Destiny. One. But you failed me again" Was all he said. | looked down at the weird little bloody 
blob that had fallen on the floor, tears filling my eyes. All | had to do, was be normal. All| had to do was stay 
sober. But | didn't. 


lm done. You can't even do the one thing all women can do." Nikki slurred, walking away from me. | sobbed. 


"Nikki, no! Please don't leave me again!" | cried, stretching my blood covered arm out to him. He shook his head, 
and left. He abandoned me. 


| started to panic. | was alone again. No one cared enough to stay. And | had fucked up and lost the love of my 


life. 


The walls started closing in around me, and the blood flowed like water. Fear struck me like a lightning bolt. | 


was stuck, trapped in my own worst nightmare. 


Too Late, Too Late 


Author's Notes: 
The angst is almost over! | promise! Also my friend Ruby wrote part of this chapter, so that's why it's a little 
different than my normal writing style. 


Beep beep beep 


| groggily opened my eyes and shifted around. Where am |? There's bright lights all around me. It's so cold. Am 
| dead? | hope so, honestly. There's nothing left for me here. 


Beep beep beep 


Well shit, | suppose not. Unless it beeps in Hell. Or wherever l'm going. | looked around the room, hoping to find 


some clues as to where | am. All| can see are fuzzy white walls, some weird equipment looking stuff, and a 


desk. 
"Oh thank goodness! You're awake!" Some lady in scrubs exclaimed. | groaned a little. 


"Where the fuck am |?" | croaked. | don't feel so hot, now that I've started coming to more. The lady giggled a 


bit, which earned her a death glare from me. 

"You're in the hospital, Miss. Your friends found you" She said politely. 

"The hospital? Why?" | asked. She furrowed her eyebrows. 

"You suffered a miscarriage, don't you remember? We think it was stress induced" | felt my eyes widen 


Miscarriage. The thing. Half Nikki and half me. What have | done?! 


| suddenly burst into tears. The nurse looked surprised, but patted me on the back. "Its alright, Ma'am. | had a 


miscarriage myself. It hurts, but the pain eases over time." She said. | nodded. 
"Can | please go home? | need to talk to my family." | mumbled. The nurse nodded. 
"Yes, just let me go get the doctor." She said as she walked out of the room. 


| laid back down and started thinking. 'm scared of telling Nikki. He already hates me enough. Hell, he didn't even 
bother showing up. It hurts, but I'm not sure we're really ready to get hitched.. 


-Nikki's POV- 


The phone was ringing off the hook, successfully waking me up. | looked around the room; empty whiskey 
bottles and used syringes were laying everywhere. | groaned. | guess | went too far last night, because all | 


remember is leaving the doctor's office, which was a bitch move. Finally | picked up the phone. 
"What?" | grumbled into the phone. 


"Mr. Sixx? This is Doctor Phillips. | have called to inform you that your fiancée has been admitted to the 
hospital. She suffered from a stress induced miscarriage.’ The doctor's words rang in my head. Visions from 


my nightmare flashed in my head. 


Destiny lost our baby. | can't imagine how she feels right now. Probably blaming herself, as usual. | should go 


talk to her. 

"Uh, I'll be there soon" | choked out before | slammed the phone down. 

| didn't even bother to consider the fact that it was a real living being, did |? | just acted like it was some huge 
mistake. Why am | like this?! I'm such an asshole! My own fucking child was in her and | blew it off until as 
usual, it was too late. 

-Destiny's POV- 

"Nikki, | don't think it's such a great idea to-no that sounds stupid." | mumbled as | paced in front of the 
hospital. While waiting on Nikki to pick me up, | decided to practice what l'm going to say to him. Unfortunately | 


was so preoccupied that | didn't notice Nikki walking up. 


"Baby girl, are you ok?" Nikki asked, startling me out of my thoughts. | nodded and felt my eyes tear up. 


Everything suddenly became so real. "Nikki." | muttered. His green eyes met mine. We both knew. 


He grabbed me up and held me close to his chest. | sighed and cuddled into him, reveling in the moment before 


| had to ruin it. His soft black hair tickled my nose as he looked down at me. 


crumble to the ground. 
"I'm so sorry, | didn't mean to.." he then interrupted me. 
"Wait right there! Was | right? It was not minel? And now you're breaking up with me because you are "too 


confused to think right now"!?" He yelled at me, waving his hands and arms all around the place. It was that. It 


was over. And its all my fault. My damned fault. Mine and my insecurity's. 


"Nik..why would | even have another man if | have you.." | cupped his face. Damn, my voice was so cracky and | 
was so broken. And by broken | mean that even the tiniest bit you can think of is yet too big near what was 


left of my heart. 


"You had me, Des..or better..you had me, Marissa" He took my hand off his face and let it fall on my lap. It 
was over. The dream was over. | know he said goodbye in a low voice as he turned his back to me and walked 


away through that door, but my sobs were too loud and my pain too strong to even listen to his final words 


to me. 


YOLO 


| cried all night. | need to go get my stuff from the house, but Karolyn is letting me crash at her place for a 
few days. | don't think | could take seeing the anger and hurt in his eyes again | just need some time..l'm sure 
itll all work out.. 

-Nikki's POV- 

| can't believe her! | give her my everything and she left me. | know what | did with the baby situation was 
wrong, but | thought we'd work it out like we always do. It just fucking hurts. | don't know if we'll ever be 
together again. 

-JUNE 1981- 

-Destiny's POV- 


Annabeth throws killer pool parities. Drinks, food, drugs, hot guys, the whole nine yards. Sheryl, Annabeth, and | 


were sitting at the mini bar when some redhead walked up. 


"Hey! Arent you that one chick that | met in a bar back in ‘83?" He asked with a smile as he sipped in his 


beer. | narrowed my eyes at him, digging back in my mind. 

"Oh yeah! You're that Axl guy, aren't you?" | laughed before | took a swig of whiskey. He chuckled and nodded. 
"Yeah! Glad to see l'm memorable." He said, winking at me. | snickered. 

"Sorry, hun. lm not up for grabs at the moment" | smirked and winked back at him. Axl laughed. 

"Hey, you wanna come meet my band?" He asked. | nodded and followed him. 


He led me over to a group of fairly hot guys, all of which looked at me weirdly. | brushed it off, and put on 
my best smirk. 


"Boys, this is Destiny. We met in a bar a few years ago." Axl introduced. The boys snickered, probably 
assuming | was a groupie. "Destiny, this is Duff," Axl said motioning at a tall, blonde punk, who nodded and 
raised his vodka in greeting. | smiled and raised my beer at him. "Steven," Axl continued. The hyper blonde guy 
grinned and waved. | chuckled and waved back. "Izzy," a quiet guy with black hair gave me a small smile and nod. 


| nodded and smiled at him. 


"And last but not least, half man half beast, Slash." Axl finished, waving over a tall guy with incredibly curly 
hair. | had to admit, he was incredibly hot. Something about him attracted me to him immensely. 


"Hey." Slash said quietly. Aw, he's cute. 
"Hey, yourself" | smirked. The other guys must have sensed our tension, because they all snickered. 


"How the hell did you get Destiny Gibs to hang out with your ratty ass?" Izzy joked, nudging Axl's side. Axl 
laughed. 


| guess women just like to talk with me. Something you've got no experience with, however." He bit back. 
| think | might just like these boys. 

-OCTOBER 1987- 

-Nikki's POV- 

| was sitting watching TV with Tommy, when the rock news on MTV came on. 


"Is official, Maverick's frontwoman Destiny Gibs and Guns ‘N Roses guitarist Slash, have tied the knot! Some 


wonder how Destiny's ex-fiancé, Nikki Sixx, feels about taking her new husband on tour." 
Destiny's married. To Slash. 


| vaguely heard Tommy trying to get my attention, but | was too fixated on the picture of Destiny, in a white 


wedding gown, in Slash's arms. She never wanted a white wedding with me. Why him?l 
"NIKKI" Tommy yelled, snapping his fingers in front of my face. | blinked and pushed him out of my face, 
"Cool it, T-bone" | grumbled. He gave me a concerned look 

"Hey, are you ok, man?" Tommy asked quietly. | nodded 

"Fuckin' dandy. Just fucking dandy" | hissed, storming into the bathroom to shoot up. 


As | watched the golden liquid go into my arm, | slowly felt more at peace. Like someone had took every bad 


feeling and made them disappear. For now.. 
-Destiny's POV- 


"Put me downl!" | giggled as Slash carried me over our hotel room threshold. He laughed and carried me over to 


the bed, and sat me down on it. 


‘Im sorry, sweetie! But its tradition | had to." He chuckled. | smiled and looked into his brown eyes. Such 
beautiful dark eyes, not a hint of green in them. Slash smiled down at me, and pecked my lips. "You better be 


ready when | get back, becouse you won't be able to walk in the morning." He winked as he walked out of the 


room. 

| sighed and flopped on the bed. | can't believe | actually did it. 'm actually married. | never expected my 
wedding day to be like this. Its been an amazing day. | quickly shot up and hid the stuff so Slash wouldn't see. | 
don't want him to be another Nikki.. 


When Slash came back, he certainly fulfilled his promise. "I love you." | heard him whisper as | slowly drifted 
off.. 


-December 1981- 
| curled up into Nikki in the closet. They were after us. | know they were. Nikki knows too. Someone told the 
cops about our stash. They must have. Now the entire police department is here, trying to bust down our 


door. 


Thankfully, Nikki already flushed our stash. They won't find anything. Except maybe us. Even if they do find us, 
they can't hurt us. Nikki has his grandfathers shotgun, and | have my knife. 


"Nikki..?" | hoarsely whispered. | hope they leave soon. 


“Shh! They'll hear youl" Nikki harshly whispered back at me. | nodded. He pulled me into him, and protectively 


held me. 


Fuck | feel like shit. My whole damn body hurts. | opened my eyes. Closet, again. Great. 


| looked at Nikki. He looked rough, much more tired and pained than he was even a few years ago. But unlike 


me, he still managed to look good. 


| walked into the bathroom, fully intending to pee and shoot up. But that's hard to do with a toilet that's 
clogged with a plastic baggie. 


Oh my god no. We did it again. We flushed it. No, no, no this is horrible. 


| stumbled into the kitchen, looking for my extra stash just in case. | opened the cabinet and pushed away the 
piece of wood that | had cut out to hollow out a spot in the wall. Nothing. Shit. 


"Nikki?" | quietly asked, looking into the dark closet. | heard a groan. "Nikki, baby, we flushed it again" Silence. 


"We what?" Came Nikki's hoarse voice from the corner of the closet. 

"We flushed it, Nik. All of it. It even clogged the toilet" He groaned and got out of the closet. 
"IIl call Jason. Can you make coffee please?" Nikki asked, looking down at me with pained eyes. 
"Yeah, | can do that." | leaned up and kissed him. 


Nikki was all | had nowadays, and | was all he had. | mean, we kinda had our bands. But they didn't like us doing 


smack, or at least mine didn't. That kinda caused a rift between us. 


We were drug buddies that doubled as lovers. Not that we had been doing much lovin’ lately, if y'know what | 


mean. It's hard to get horny when your so high you can't remember your name. 


| started the coffee, and sat on the couch with my head in my hands. Nikki got off the phone, and sat down 


next to me. 
"I'm sorry." He hoarsely whispered. | sighed. 


"IFs ok. It's not your fault" | muttered"How long until he gets here? | feel like I'm dyin" | said looking into his 


pained green eyes. 


Those damn eyes had always been my biggest weakness. Hell they almost got me fired back in 83'. But now 
they looked almost dead. The light that used to be in them had long vanished. | missed it. 


"An hour." Nikki groaned. | closed my eyes and leaned back against the back of the couch. Great. Now | get to 


go through withdrawals for an hour. How fun. 


Nikki put his arm around me, and laid his head on my shoulder. | started petting his hair, and holding him. | 


know he needs it. 

"I love you, Nikki." | whispered 

"| love you too, Destiny.” He sighed. 

So there we sat. Two strung out drug addicts loving each other. It must have been an odd sight: 


Well, after what felt like ages Jason finally showed up. As per usual, Nikki answered the door because he 


doesn't trust Jason enough to let him meet me. 


"Did he have everything?" | asked him desperately. Nikki nodded, and started getting it ready. 


"Yeah, he did. But he had to get his digs in about us.." Nikki mumbled. | sighed. 

"He's an asshole, Nik. Ignore it” | muttered, shooting up what he gave me. 

The last thing | remember, is kissing Nikki desperately. 

| woke up with a start. Something was wrong, | could feel it. 

| quietly rolled out of bed, and walked to the phone. | quickly dialed the number | knew was Vince's. 
"Hello?" Vince asked, his voice cracking a little. 

"Vince? What's wrong? Is Nikki ok?" | asked nervously. | heard him swallow. 


"Dest, turn on the TV." | dropped the phone and raced to my living room. | turned on the TV and let out a 


strangeled sob. 


"Motley Crüe bassist, Nikki Sixx has suffered from a fatal heroin overdose! At a party with Guns ‘N Roses 
members Slash and Steven Adler, and Robbin Crosby from Ratt; Sixx was injected with a large amount of 


heroin which caused him to pass out and die on the spot." 


Or Not... 


Slash came home an hour later, just to find me sobbing into the phone. | was trying too find the hospital 


everyone was at, but | couldn't get a response from any of the boys, which sent me into panic mode. 


"Hey, baby, are you alright?" Slash asked quietly as he hugged me. | shook my head and felt him play with my 
hair. "| know how much he meant to you, baby girl. Let it all out" He sighed. 


| got really lucky with him. Most guys | would've expected to be upset with me for getting upset. Slash is a 
very caring and sweet guy, which is why | love him. He's not like any man I'd love before, although there was 
only one before him. 

Eventually Slash calmed me down enough to get me to bed. | felt my heart ache as | laid there in his arms. | 
felt awful about my heart aching for another man, but | couldn't help it. Nikki was my first love, and now I'l 


never see those beautiful green eyes again. 


The next day | woke up to someone kissing my shoulder. | sighed and curled into him, glad | didn't have to wake 
up alone. Satan and Blade were cuddled at the end of the bed, finishing off the morning paradise. 


"Morning, Nikki." | sighed. Suddenly the kisses stopped. 

"What?" Slash said, sitting upright. My eyes widened but | acted as if nothing had happened. 

"Uh, | said morning, Slash." | tried, meeting his hurt brown eyes. He shook his head. He knew what | said. 
"Morning" He grumbled, hopping out of bed and walking out of the room. 

| quickly grabbed one of his flannel shirts and put it on, buttoning the buttons as | followed him down the hall. 


"Slash! Baby, please don't be mad. | love you and only you." | said as | grabbed onto his arm. Slash looked down 
at me, his curly hair hiding his eyes. 


"Who says l'm mad?" He asked as he pulled away from me. | shook my head and pulled him in for a kiss. 


Slash pulled away from me and got a bottle of Jack. | really can't blame him for being hurt. | just need to 


make it up to him.. 
After Slash left for band practice, the phone rang. 


"Hello?" | said picking up the phone. | really hope it's someone from Mötley. Instead, | was pleasantly surprised 


by my sister. 


"Hey, sis. How are you?" Karolyn asked with concern lacing her voice. 
‘Ive been better..you heard, right?" | sighed. | really hope | don't have to tell her. 


"Yeah, | did. It's all over MTV. That's part of why | called, | wanted to see if you wanted me to pick you up and 
go see him." Karolyn explained. | felt my heartbeat pick up. 


"Yes! | mean-yeah. Come on over." | coughed. She chuckled 
"Ill be right there” Karolyn said before she hung up. 

| don't know if | can handle this.. 

"So, you know he's alive right?" Karolyn said casually. | froze. 
"WHAT?!" | shrieked. Karolyn laughed. 


"Yeah, Tommy called me right before | picked you up. Said he tried to call you but couldn't get an answer" She 
said as she started the car. | felt my heartbeat pick up. 


"Kar, Slash will kill me." | whispered. She gave me an odd look. 
"Why?" | swallowed. 


"| accidentally called him Nikki this morning. He stormed out to band practice before | could make it up to him." 


| explained, blushing profusely as | did. Karolyn laughed. 


"I told you he'd get jealous eventually. | like Slash, but you and Nikki were rock's power couple." She said. | 
shrugged. 


"| know. But | love Slash." | sighed. 


| really do love him. He's very sweet, and soft. Plus his chocolate colored eyes are beautiful. He's a great 
husband. But sometimes it just feels wrong. | still have a lot of love for Nikki, something | learned last night. 
Being with Slash just doesn't have as much chemistry. 


When we turned onto Nikki's street | felt the anxiety start building. | haven't talked to him in so long, and we 
left on such bad terms. He probably hates mel | and | don't blame him. He has every right to chew me out and 
kick me to th- 


"Destiny! We're here!" Karolyn said loudly, snapping her fingers in front of my face. 


"Oh, uh, sorry." | stuttered. She sighed. 


‘Is gonna be alright, ok?" She said calmly. | nodded. 
"Ok. Let's just hurry before | pass out." | mumbled. 


We walked up his steps and to the front door. My palms were sweaty as | pushed the doorbell. Nothing 


happened for a few minutes, so | did it again. Then we heard some grunts and the door unlock. 


"What?!" A very tired looking Nikki barked. He straightened his back and crossed his arms defensively when he 
saw me. "Whadya want, Gibs?" He asked harshly. | shifted awkwardly. 


"I just wanted to check on you. | heard what happened." | said, my usual cocky attitude no where to be found. 
Nikki seemed a little surprised, but nodded. "Well, I'm alive. Surprising, | know." He chuckled darkly. 
"Told ya it could happen to you, too." | chuckled nervously. Nikki cracked a smile. 


"So, you two wanna come in?" He asked. The surprise on my face must've been noticeable, because he 


snickered a bit. Karolyn laughed quietly. 

"Yeah, looks like it's gonna rain" She said, following him inside. | followed them slightly awkwardly. 
"How's Slash, Destiny?" Nikki asked with a dark look in his eyes as he looked at my wedding ring. 
"Oh, he's alright. Been busy with the band" | shrugged. Nikki smirked a little. 

"Yeah that's what | told Vanity, too." He chuckled. 

"What?" | asked. 

"Oh ‘band practice’ is a common excuse to go fuck other girls." Nikki smirked. 


| knew he wouldn't be that nice right away, but it still hurt. "Whatever, Nikki. After last night, | don't think his 


dick could handle being in anyone for a while." | lied, smirking at the look on his face. Pure jealousy. 
"Karolyn, can you give us a minute?" Nikki asked, his blood almost visibly boiling. Karolyn nodded. 


"Left my cigs in the car, anyway." She chuckled. On her way out | heard her mutter "there goes keeping the 
peace.." | couldn't help but chuckle. 


"Who the hell do you think you are?!" He hissed as soon as the door shut. | raised an eyebrow. 


"Uh, not your girl anymore. Why are you getting so pissy about me and Slash fucking every night?" | 


challenged. 


"Not my girl, huh? Then why is my name tattooed on you under that old shirt of mine, baby girl?" Nikki 
chuckled. 


Shit, he was right. | assumed | had grabbed Slash's old Aerosmith shirt, but it was actually one | had gotten 
from Nikki. 


"Uh, because | loved you, and its my shirt and | was in a hurry. Besides, what's it matter?" | scoffed. Nikki 


smirked and stepped closer to me, backing me against the wall. 
"Because I'd like it back." He said, gently caressing my cheekbone. 


Nikki started leaning closer to me, his lips hovering inches away from mine as his hands roamed to the hem of 


my shirt. 
"W-What are you doing?" | asked quietly as | tried my hardest not to get turned on. 
"lim taking back what's mine." He mumbled. 


Then his lips met mine. | tried incredibly hard to keep my self-control. | can't cheat on Slash. | won't. Although 


the heroin and cocaine in my system aren't helping. 


Or at least thats what | thought before his tongue brushed my lips. | moaned involuntarily, and he smiled. 
"That's my girl" He breathed into my ear, right before he nibbled on it. | gently pushed him off. 


"Nikki, | can't. I'm married now." | said firmly. Hurt flashed in those beautiful green eyes, before they went back 


to neutral. 
"Fine. But you won't be able to resist me forever, baby girl. I'll make sure of it” Nikki chuckled. 


| quickly said my goodbyes and had Karolyn drive me home. She didn't seem surprised when | told her what 
Nikki did. In fact she was supportive of me being with him again, which didn't help. 


| don't know if | can fight this forever.. 


Tour Drama 


-JANUARY 1988- 


| woke up to the smell of smoke and Slash cursing from the kitchen. | quickly got out of bed and jogged down 
the hall. There stood Slash, shirtless and burning breakfast. Even though the bacon was blackened, the pancakes 
ashes, the eggs looked rubbery, and he was clearly frustrated; | thought it was sweet to try and make 
breakfast. Especially since Saturday is his lazy day. 


Nikki and the rest of the Mötley boy's checked into rehab recently, so the tension between Slash and | over 
them was gone. For now, anyways. | quit most drugs on my own when Slash was on tour, out of fear he would 
find out. Now | pretty much only take my pills for my nerves. | giggled and hugged him from behind, kissing his 
bare shoulder. 

"Breakfast looks nice." | teased. Slash groaned softly and nodded, 


'It was supposed to be ready before you got up." he sighed. | smiled. 


"IFs ok, baby. Its the thought that counts. I'm not much of a morning eater anyway." | giggled as he turned 


around and put his arms around me. 

"Really? | would've thought you loved breakfast, since you adore pancakes so much." Slash chuckled. 

"There's still a lot you might not know about me." | winked, grinning up at him. 

That's the downside of getting married quickly. We know each other, but we don't know all of the little things. 
The stuff most people would want to know before they got hitched. But we both love spontaneity so we 
planned it within four months of dating. Slash is a great husband and a great lover. His caring and affectionate 
personality was what attracted me. 

After | taught Slash how to properly cook a breakfast, we just lazed around all day. Perfect weekend. 
-AUGUST 1989- 

'| just don't see why we can't just talk about it on the phone. Ruby Kay has a cold and needs me." Sheryl 
complained as we walked into the studio. Her six month old daughter, Ruby Kayleigh, had gotten a cold and she 


was obsessively worried about her. | chuckled. 


"Sher, I'm sure James can handle it." | said, referring to her husband as | patted her on the back. She sighed 


concernedly. 


"Dest's right, Sheryl. He's a big boy. He can handle it" Karolyn chuckled as she opened the door to the studio. 


Sheryl didn't look convinced, but dropped it nonetheless. 

Our producer, Bob Rock, wanted us to co-headline a tour with someone. So today we were finishing mastering 
our new album and talking to potential tour bands. We were all stoked to be on the road again after the two 
year break 


"God | can't believe we're back!" Annabeth cheered, laughing as she pumped her fists in the air. We all laughed 


and teased each other as we made our way down the hall to the room we were supposed to meet in 
"Miss us, bitches?!" | yelled with a laugh as | slung open the door. | stopped dead in my tracks and blinked. 
There sat Nikki fucking Sixx. But he wasn't alone.. 

"Destiny! Great to see youl This is Brandi, my wife." Nikki grinned. 

Fuck me. 


"Destiny? You ok?" Annabeth asked, nudging me gently. | snapped out of my trance and shook my head in a 
lousy attempt to clear it. 


"Huh? Oh, yeah I'm fine. What'd he say?" | asked, motioning towards Bob. Annabeth shook her head. 


"He said ‘this could be one of your biggest tours yet: But seriously, you were staring at Brandi and Nikki. You 
can't expect me to believe your fine." She said, giving me a look. | sighed and fiddled with my wedding ring. 


"| should've seen this coming, really. Just it blindsided me." | mumbled. Seeing Nikki holding someone else hurt 


more than | ever expected. | can't imagine how he felt, now that | think of it. I'm such a fucking hypocrite. 
"So, that's why I've decided that you two will be the bands that co-headline for your ‘Dr. Feelgood’ and ‘Red 
Lipstick Stains’ support tours. Your bands are hugely popular, and they compliment each other very well" Bob 
announced to the room. 

A tour. A year on the fucking road with Mötley Crue and Nikki Sixx. | don't know if | can handle this. 
-OCTOBER 1989- 


| sighed as | loaded my stuff in the car, Slash watching sorrowfully from the sidewalk. After | finished, | walked 
up to him and hugged him, burying my face in his chest. He sighed and held me tight. 


"It'll be ok, sweetie. I'll be back soon" | mumbled as | pulled back to look up at him. Slash nodded and kissed me 
long and hard. | pulled away reluctantly after a little while. "Drive me to the airport?" | asked quietly. 


"Sure." He said, forcing a smile. | nodded, handing him the keys. After we got in the car he looked over at me. 


"Promise me something?" Slash asked quietly. | nodded. 
“Anything.” He exhaled. 


"Please don't hang around Sixx too much. He's bad news." Slash said, staring at the road. | blinked, highly taken 
aback. 


"What?" | asked confusedly. Slash chuckled and shrugged. 
"I just don't want you around him is all" He said nonchalantly. 
"Slash, seriously? Thanks for having so damn much faith in me." | scoffed. He gave me a look. 


"Is it really that fucking wrong to not want you around him? He can't keep it in his pants, and you know that." 
Slash shot back. 


"Oh so | can't tell him no? Well guess what, honey. | already fucking did! He knows | don't cheat." | hissed. 


"SEE! Exactly why | don't want you around him! He doesn't care if you're married!" Slash yelled as we pulled 
into the airport. 


"Whatever, Slash. I'm not your puppet. If you've got anything nice to say, say it now because as soon as this 
car stops l'm gone." | grumbled, rubbing my temples. He sighed. 


"Baby, | love you. You know that. It's not you | don't trust, it's him." He said as he parked the car. 


| quickly got out and got my luggage. Slash grabbed my wrist and tugged me gently to him. "Please, let's not 
say goodbye like this." He pleaded, his brown eyes soft. | shrugged and kissed his cheek. 


"Love you. I'll call you when | get to the hotel." | said as | walked off. 


Maybe | was too harsh on him. But he practically called me a slut for Nikki, so | have a right to be pissed. 


Also | forgot my nerve pills.. 


Hormonal Mistakes 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry if the smut isn't very good; I'm not very experienced in writing and this was the first I'd ever written 


Also song credits so to my friend Ruby. 


-NOVEMBER 1989- 


À pair of arms slithered their way around my waist as | was doing my makeup. | rolled my eyes when | saw 
Nikki in the mirror, about to kiss my neck. He was on the outs with Brandi big time, so he was trying to 
distract himself with me. Unfortunately for me, my hormones are begging me to let myself be seduced, 


"Nikki, no. You're married and so am |" | groaned, feeling his lips brush my neck. He nodded and started lightly 
sucking on where he knew my sweet spot was. "Nikki, seriously." | tried to sound firm, but it came out as a 
sigh. Nikki chuckled and pulled back. 

"Baby, | know you want me too. | know you still love me." He purred in my ear. 

"You're crazy." | said as | wiggled out of his arms and pushed him out of my dressing room. 

God I'm going insane. Slash is pissed at me again, because | told him that I've been hanging out with the Mötley 
boys. Not to mention most of Mötley's new songs, and a few of our own, are about sex; something | haven't 


had in a very long time. 


"Destiny! Stage time!" Karolyn yelled, grabbing her bass. | nodded, touched up my makeup and grabbed my 
guitar. Weaving through roadies and stagehands, | finally made it on stage. 


"HELLO, BIRMINGHAM! As I'm sure you all know, we're the Mavericks and we're here to rock! Are ya ready?!" | 
yelled into the mic, adrenaline fueling the fire building inside me. The crowd cheered in response. "I said ARE YA 
READY?!" | yelled even louder. The crowd roared. | grinned. 


"This one's off our brand new album! We've never played it live before, but | think you guys can handle it!" | 
laughed. | nodded at the girls and the magic started flowing. 


"The clock strikes midnight 
And l'm up for a fight 


Gotta have what you lust for 


Keep an eye on the back door 

(| just can't wait any longer 

The eighth of the seven wonders) (2x) 

My good fellow, my dear old friend 

You know my pussy is burning for your man 
Oh my, I'm horny! My lust has no end" 


| risked a glance backstage, to see if Mötley was watching; which they were. | chuckled when | spotted how the 
song had, ahem, affected, Nikki. 


"You know my wish is his command 
He's got the key to open me up 

| just wanna be in his bathtub 

Only looking at his damn picture 
Seems like the darkest torture 

(| just can't wait any longer 

The eighth of the seven wonders) (2x) 
My good fellow, my dear old friend 
You know my pussy is burning for your man 
Oh my, I'm horny! My lust has no end. 
You know my wish is his command 
Not even the deadliest sin 

Feels as good as him 


Gotta have him between my thighs 


As he screams: 

"Oh, you're oh so tight!" 

My good fellow, my dear old friend 

You know my pussy is burning for your man 
Oh my, I'm horny! My lust has no end. 

You know my wish is his command!" 


The crowd loved it, making us all beam. Its probably our most out there song, so we don't play it very often | 
chuckled and we ripped into the rest of the set. 


"Slash, stop! You're acting like a child!" | hollered into the phone. He didn't listen, and continued to ramble on 
about how | should listen to him. "lm not listening to you bitch at me all fucking night! Good goddamn night!" | 


screamed, hanging up on him. | can't take this much pressure. 


Fucking hypocrite. | heard about his fucking romps on tour, from a roadie the other night. At least I'm telling 
him when someone hits on me. 


| took a nerve pill, and stormed out of my hotel room, to the party my band was throwing. | needed time to be 
free and have fun. By god I'm gonna get laid, too. 

| kissed him roughly, our hips grinding together. He groaned softly and put his hands on my ass, guiding my 
hips. | ran my fingers through his thick hair, tugging softly on it. He squeezed my ass and pulled back. 


"Wanna get out of here?" | asked breathlessly, meeting his green eyes that were dark with lust. He nodded and 
picked me up, carrying me bridal style. 


"I thought you'd never ask." He said | chuckled as he carried me to his room. 


He gently threw me on the bed, pulling his shirt over his head before getting on top of me. He slammed his 
lips onto mine again, his tongue brushing my bottom lip. | groaned and nibbled on his lips a bit, teasing him. 


"You really wanna tease me, princess?" He growled, practically ripping my shirt off. | moaned softly and nodded. 


"You mean you don't like it?" | fake pouted innocently. | knew what | was getting myself into. He took my bra off 
and kissed my breasts lightly, teasingly. 


His beautiful green eyes were filled with desire as he looked down at me. | undid the laces on his leather pants, 
his hard member poking out. | bit my lip and looked up at him. He grinned and nodded, pulling my shorts off. | 
hadn't worn any underwear in anticipation of getting laid, which surprised him. 


"No panties? You've gotten slutty, baby girl" He said, gently caressing my thighs. 


"And you've gotten slow, sexy. You would've already gotten to the point by now." | winked He groaned and 
thrust into me. | moaned loudly, surprising us both. He chuckled softly, but cut himself off with a groan, 


"Oh, Nikki." | sighed, wrapping my legs around him as he picked up his pace. 


"You have no idea how much I've missed you." Nikki moaned. | kissed him passionately to try and muffle the 


sounds coming from both of us. If | was gonna have an affair, | didn't want the whole hotel to know. 

Nikki grabbed my thighs, positioning himself to go deeper into me. | moaned softly, feeling his rough fingers 
start massaging my clit. | felt the familiar pressure building up in my stomach, my moans getting increasingly 
higher pitched. 

"That's it, baby girl. You're taking me so well” Nikki moaned, his thrusts becoming sloppy and harder. | moaned 
his name as | came all over him. Nikki groaned, still fucking me fast and hard. Soon | felt his member twitch 
inside me. 


"Should | pull out?" He asked breathlessly. | shook my head. 


"Doesn't matter, I'm infertle anyway." | mumbled. Nikki nodded and grabbed my hips, thrusting deep into me. 
Then | felt him cum, moaning loudly as he did so. 


Nikki rolled off of me, his chest going up and down rapidly. "I still | love you, Destiny." He sighed, looking at me. 
"I still love you too, Nikki." | mumbled, resting my head on his chest. 


| felt a wave of panic run through me, as | remember Brandi and Slash. | looked up at Nikki's peaceful face, 


torn between love and guilt. "Nikki." | started. 
"Hmm?" Nikki hummed, nuzzling my neck. 
"We're married to o-other people.” | stuttered. He froze. 


"Brandi." | heard him whisper. My heart hurt hearing the guilt lacing his voice, but | understood. | felt the 


same. 


"Nikki, | love you. But we can't be together." | mumbled. He nodded. 


"After tomorrow, this never happened." He said, his voice cracking. | nodded. 


I've made a huge mistake. Hell I'm not even sure which was dumber; sleeping with Nikki or marrying Slash. 


The End of the Whiskey River 


-NOVEMBER 1989- 


| slammed down a shot of whiskey. | plan on getting totally and completely shitfaced, fuck having a sober band. | 
can't handle this on my own Besides, I've played shows way more fucked up than this. 


The girls have tried to get me to stop drinking for years, but every time | try to something happens. Slash 
isn't helpful either because he's normally wasted too. Nikki might help, but | don't wanna deal with him and his 
drama right now. Maybe | should talk to someone about it.. 


| sighed and rested my head on the table. | know Slash is cheating on me, but | can't help feelings guilty. l'm not 
like that, I'm a good wife. | don't cheat. Or at least | didn't used to. | know Nikki regrets it too, because every 


time he comes offstage he calls her. 


| held my head in my hands, trying not to cry. Somehow in a matter of months my happy marriage started 


failing, | became a full blown alcoholic again, and | can't seem to pop my nerve pills fast enough. 


| felt the tears brimming in my eyes, the hurt seeping through the alcohol walls I'd built. | should've tried to 
work things out with Nikki; | realize that now but it's too late. But in my defense, Nikki left me. 


| love Slash dearly, but my love for him has never held a candle to my love for Nikki. | felt the hot tears 
stream down my face as | tried to keep my composure. Then someone gently pulled me into them, hugging me 


tightly. 
"IFs ok, honey. Let it out. Let it all out" Nikki whispered, rocking me back and forth gently. | looked up at him 
through my soggy, mascara coated eyelashes. He looked tired Worn down, even | cuddled into him and quietly 


sobbed into his chest. 


After a few minutes of him holding me, humming softly and rocking me back and forth, | pulled back from him 
a little bit. 


"How'd you find me?" | asked quietly. | had been very careful to make sure | was far enough away from 


everyone, so | could handle things myself. Nikki smiled softly. 


"| was trying to escape the chaos and | saw you. | couldn't just leave you there, you know." He said quietly. | 


nodded at him gratefully and smiled softly. 
"Thank you." | mumbled as | hugged him again. 


Why couldn't this be right? It feels so right. My heart is screaming for me to kiss him, but my brain can't 


firget about the ring on my finger, or the one on his. 


| looked up into his beautiful green eyes. Nikki brushed a piece of my hair out of my face and kissed my 
forehead lightly. | blinked, shocked at his actions. | giggled softly and kissed his cheek, careful not to leave any 
lipstick on him. 


I'm so screwed. | still adore this man, despite the fact he abandoned me. | don't know what to do. 


"You drink a lot." Mick casually mentioned as he tuned his guitar. | shrugged and took a sip of my beer. 


"Guess | do." | said, looking out over the empty auditorium that would soon be full of people. He sighed and gave 
me a look. 


"l ain't gonna tell you what to do, kid But trust me, you don't wanna be dependent on that shit. It's a dark-ass 
place to be." Mick said. | nodded. 


"I know." | sighed, looking down shamefully. 
He's right, I'm the only one that's not sober on this tour. I'm surprised they put up with it honestly, given it 
could cause someone to relapse. But even if | tried to get sober | doubt itd work. The alcohol numbs the 


thoughts, which spawn the need for alcohol. It's a viscous cycle. 


| sighed and hopped off the amp | had been sitting on. "Thanks, Mick" | said quietly, sending him a small smile. 
Mick gave me a smile and a nod. Coming from him, that meant a lot. 


| wish | could talk to the girls about this. But Annabeth is wrapped up in her modeling career she has on the 
side; Sheryl has a husband and kid to worry about; and Karolyn is constantly busy juggling her fiancé, who's 
also a musician, and her college degree she's working on getting. 

They're all out living their best lives, and here | am. At the fucking bottom of a bottle. Fuck this. | guess | 
should tell Slash first, though. | walked over to the phone and dialed our number. After it almost went to 
voicemail, Slash finally picked up. 

"Hello?" He slurred. | rubbed my temples and sighed. 

"Hey, baby." | said, trying to sound happy. 

"Destiny? Hi, sweetie! How's tour?" Slash asked curiously. | chuckled. 


"I've definitely had better. | think my partying days are over." | said, waiting on his reaction. Silence. 


"Huh?" Slash asked confusedly. | sighed. 


"IFs just, | don't wanna be an alcoholic forever. | don't wanna be on pills forever. Everyone else is so happy and 
successful here, and it just proves how big of a loser | am. It's not fun anymore." | explained as | rubbed the 


bridge of my nose. 
Slash took a minute to respond, probably processing everything | just told him. He was younger than me, so he 
had no problems with continuing to party. He's still on top of the rockstar world. He hasn't hit bottom yet, and 


| hope he never does. 


"Oh ok. Well, I'm probably not gonna quit. But | can try to be supportive | guess." Slash said, sounding unsure of 
the situation. | sighed. 


"Ok, thanks, honey. | gotta go. Talk to you later." | said. 
"Bye, baby. | love you." Slash said sweetly. | hummed and hung up the phone. 


| lit a cigarette and leaned up against the wall, thinking over my life. | think getting sober could be really good 


for me. As long as my demons play nice.. 


"Hey, Edward!" | called out to our band manager. He looked up and groaned. In his defense, I've put this man 


through hell. 
"Yes, Gibs?" Edward asked irritably. | chuckled, he never calls me by Slash's name. 


"I think I'm gonna try and get sober." 


Nikki's "Help" 


Boy oh boy, this is just shy of when | got off cocaine. l'm shaking, exhausted, nauseous, clammy and white as a 
ghost. Not to mention the nightmares I've been having lately.. | really wish someone would've told me sobering 


up hurts. 
| groan and roll out of bed. I've got a show in an hour, | can't just lay here. | grumble as | got dressed, 
genuinely dreading the concert. Normally, I'm pumped and put my all into performing. | hope | can still pull off a 


good show. 


"C'mon, Destiny. Get your shit together." | mumbled to myself as | leaned against the wall. Eventually | got the 


energy to leave my room. 
gy Y 


| lit a cig and pulled on my thigh high boots. | really hope | can pull it together, these kids came for a show. | 


walked as normally as | could down the hall and into the room the bands were hanging out in 
"Hey, Dest! Heard you were gettin’ sober. How're you holding up?" Tommy asked kindly. | shrugged. 
"Ive been much better." | said. Tommy chuckled and patted me on the back 

"Trust me, | understand" He said with a wink and a smile. | laughed and nudged him jokingly. 


"Destiny? Sober? Never thought I'd hear those words in the same sentence." Karolyn teased with a chuckle. | 
rolled my eyes but snickered. 


"What can | say? I'm stubborn" | smirked. Karolyn laughed and hugged me. 


lm glad your doing it, sis." She said with a genuine smile. Genuine smiles are hard to get from Karolyn; she 


normally smirks or half smiles, so | felt somewhat blessed, 


Mick walked over to me after Karolyn went about her business, and gently patted me on the back. | looked at 
him, slightly confused. He chuckled and smiled at me. 


lm proud of you, kid" Was all he said before he went about his day. Mick was kinda the older brother | never 


had. Very wise and somewhat protective. He always has good advice when it comes to shit like this. 


After a while, the show started. | did better than | expected, my voice stayed strong and my guitar fast. But 
after the concert was absolutely horrible. My energy was completely gone, and | felt my depression creeping 
in. Normally my pills took care of that, but | want to quit those, too. So now its just me and my demons one 


on one. 


When | got to my hotel room, | crashed onto the bed, not even bothering to lock the door. | turned off all of 


the lights and just laid there. Thoughts of Slash played through my mind; particularly thoughts of him fucking 


another woman. | felt tears sting my eyes. 


Then the thoughts of my parents, how | hadn't even bothered to call in months. Karolyn calls, | can tell by the 
way she shamefully looks at me when we talk about them. She always has been the good child. She never got 
hooked on drugs publicly. 


Then Nikki. Oh god, Nikki. We haven't spoken since the day he found me crying. I've kinda been avoiding him, 
because he likes to talk about Brandi from time to time and | can't handle that. Not sober, at least. | miss him. 


| truly, deeply do. Maybe | should talk to him soon.he might be able to help me. 


| walked up to Nikki awkwardly, chewing on my bottom lip. | took a deep breath and tapped him on the shoulder. 


He looked down at me and smiled. 
"Nikki? Can | talk to you?" | asked him uncomfortably. Nikki chuckled and nodded. 
"Sure, Desty. Shoot” He said, leading me off to the side. | nervously started talking. 


"Nikki | really could use some help getting sober. Its so much harder than | expected, and you already know the 
demons I'm gonna have to face. | don't care if you never talk to me again when l'm done, but please." | said 


pleadingly. 


Nikki stood there surprised for a few minutes. | felt my heartbeat pick up, I've never been good at taking 


rejection. Then he nodded. "Sure. | can help." 
-MAY 1990- 


Nikki laid me down on the bed and kissed me softly. | sighed and wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him 
back lovingly. | needed love desperately, because Slash and | were separated and he wasn't overly friendly 


anymore. 


Nikki's gentle touch set my skin on fire. He pulled my shirt over my head, and started kissing my chest and 
stomach. He's never, ever been this soft with me. He's more of a fuck and go type of guy. 


| sighed softly and ran my fingers through his thick black hair. He looked up at me and smiled. | smiled back at 
him and took his shirt off. Nikki chuckled and kissed my lips, unbuttoning his pants. | quickly undid mine and slid 
them off, taking my panties off too. 


Nikki looked down at me and bit his lip, trying to restrain himself. | smiled and gently nodded when | felt his 
hard member on my thigh. Nikki spread my legs and pushed into me. He groaned and started slowly thrusting 


into me, long and hard. 


| moaned as he continued thrusting into me, leaning down to kiss me as he did so. | kissed him passionately. 
Nikki's thrusting became steadily harder. He started playing with my breasts, licking and sucking my nipples. | 


moaned and ran my nails down his back. 


This felt completely different from all the other times we've had sex. This isn't a fuck, this is love. Soon | felt 
myself getting close. 


"Oh my god, Nikki!" | moaned loudly when | felt his fingers on my clit. His rhythmic thrusts had gotten sloppier, 


indicating he was close too. | wrapped my legs around his waist, scooting closer to him. 
"Cum, Princess." Nikki groaned in my ear, kissing it a few times. | moaned and did as he asked, coming hard. | 


looked deep into his beautiful green eyes, love and lust radiating off us. Then Nikki groaned loudly and came 
inside me. | leaned forward and kissed him, both of us satisfied. 


He fell onto the bed and held me, my head on his chest, covered in sweat. | was incredibly ashamed of myself, 


and of him. 
"| won't leave this time, baby. | love you." Nikki sighed, nuzzling into my neck. 


"Nikki, you may not remember it but you promised me you'd never leave me. How am | supposed to trust you 


this time?" | asked softly. Nikki looked up at me, his green eyes full of pain and sorrow. 

"Baby, | regret that every day. Every fucking day. But you have to believe me, | know Brandi's doing stuff 
behind my back. | don't really think she'll mind" Nikki whispered as he brushed my hair out of my face. | sighed. 
"Nikki, your wife is coming on tour next month! We can't do this." | said, doing my best to ignore the way he 


was lovingly looking at me. Nikki chuckled softly. 


"Destiny, baby girl, | don't want her. | want you. Its always been you; you're my weakness." He pleaded, holding 
me tighter. 


"And that's supposed to make me feel better? I'm sorry Nikki, but | don't want you to cheat on your wife. 
Marriage is not a game." | said sternly. Nikki pouted and stole a kiss. 


"But | love you." He kissed my neck lightly. | shook my head. 
"Then fucking act like it. Don't double time her, fucking leave." | said as | got out of bed. 


Nikki sat on the bed | shock, staring at me as | got dressed. | looked at him sadly as | tied my shoes. "I love 


you, you know that. But | won't be the other woman anymore." | said before walking out of the room. 


| can't believe | even let myself sleep with him. He's married for god's sake! Hell, Slash and | are only separated, 


we're not even divorced yet. Turns out me being sober and him not didn't work out.. 


We're so fucked up. 


Changes 
-JUNE 1990- 


| woke up to loud laughter and people coming on our tour bus. | groggily opened my eyes, glaring in the 
direction of the laughter. My eyes widened when | saw Nikki with his arm around Brandi. | felt my stomach 
bubble. 


| quickly stood up and went to the bathroom. | locked the door and threw up in the toilet. | guess seeing Brandi 
had more impact than | thought it would. | leaned against the sink, tears stinging my eyes. 


| looked down and held in a sob. Guess she really was "the one" for him. He's full of lies, just like | thought. All 
bark and no bite. | quickly wiped my eyes and looked in the mirror. | looked horrible today. 


The roots of my dyed black hair were starting to show, my makeup was smeared, and | had bags under my 
eyes. | sighed and brushed my hair with my fingers. | need to at least look human if I'm gonna have to deal 
with them. 


| wiped away most of my smeared makeup and flushed the toilet, quietly going back into the main area of the 


bus. | very quietly sat down in the corner, picking up a magazine and reading it. 


"Destiny! Are you ok? You looked kinda sick before you went to the bathroom." Sheryl asked concernedly. | 
nodded. 


"Yeah, I'm fine. Mustve eaten something bad" | excused with a shrug. "I'll be fine." | smiled. She gave me a 


sympathetic smile and nodded. 

When we finally got to the venue, | shot out of the bus as quickly as | could 

Every time | looked at Nikki | got flashbacks from all the times | was the side chick. Every fucking kiss, touch, 
lick, nibble, suck; all of them flashed through my mind. Knowing | was the other woman, and that he'd run back 


to Brandi when we were made it worse. | loathed myself for going along with it. 


| should never have ran back to him. | love him, but he's not good for me. We're toxic together. Nikki is a good 


man, but ever since we got on heroin together I've brought out the bad in him. 


Sometimes | miss before the drugs, bands, fame and money. We were innocent kids. Well, innocent by 


comparison to today. Yeah sure we're clean now, but we've never been so bad. 
-JULY 1990- 


| hunched over the toilet bowl, throwing my guts up. | think | need to go to a doctor after the tours over. 


Until then, I'll just hide it. | don't want anyone all over me because of this. 


| sighed and got ready for the show. | miss Slash.Only one more month til tour's over..maybe | can convince 


him we can survive this. 


-AUGUST 5, 1990- 


| hauled my luggage behind me as | went to leave, but was called back by Nikki yelling excitedly. | turned around 
to see why he was so happy, and my heart broke a little. He had picked Brandi up and spun her around, 
laughing with a smile brighter than the sun. | walked back over to them hesitantly when they waved me over. 


"We're gonna have a baby!" Nikki yelled ecstatically. Everyone started cheering and congratulating them, but | 
froze. My breath caught in my throat and | felt tears sting my eyes. | quickly recovered and forced a smile. 


"That's great! Congratulations." | said even though | felt like | had been stabbed. Seeing Nikki so happy made me 
happy and depressed simultaneously. | wished him only well, but | wanted to be the mother of his children. Not 


her. 


"Thanks, Destiny! Nikki speaks so fondly of you, you have to come to the baby shower!" Brandi said sweetly. | 
numbly nodded. | really hope | get myself together soon. 


"Yeah, I'll be there." | faked another smile and started coming up with excuses to leave. "Well, | gotta go. l'm 
surprising Slash and | need to try and beat the press." | lied. | did want to try and talk to Slash, but the rest 
was bullshit. Thankfully, Brandi bought it. 


"Oh, ok. Have fun with your man!" She smiled, winking at me. | chuckled and thanked her awkwardly before 
bolting. | truly hope she forgets to send me an official invitation 


"Destiny wait!" | heard Nikki yell. Great. Just great. | turned around and saw him running up to me. "Are you 
ok? You looked a little sick back there." Nikki asked concernedly. | nodded, desperately fighting a blush. 


"O-oh, yeah. I'm fine. Just a stomach ache." | shrugged. He narrowed those damn eyes at me in suspicion. | 
shifted awkwardly and scratched the back of my neck. "| should go..you should go celebrate with your wife." | 
stuttered. Nikki nodded. 


"Yeah..call me if you need anything, ok? I'll always be here if you need me." He said with a smile, patting me on 
the shoulder before turning and walking off. 


-AUGUST 5th 1990- 


| ran my hands thru my hair anxiously awaiting the timer to go off. just made up with Slash. don't need this 


to come back positive. Especially since the last man | fucked was Nikki. I'm so scared. 


So here | am; thirty one years old, on the brink of a panic attack, waiting on the results from an at home 
pregnancy test. Never thought I'd be this scared to be pregnant. Last time | was just pissed. | hope it's 
negative. My marriage can't handle this. 


| anxiously picked up the litte stick My eyes went wide and | immediately threw it in the trash. | hope | 


remember to take the trash out before Slash gets home.. 


Baby Love 


Author's Notes: 
The angst is almost over, | PROMISE! 


-AUGUST 25th 1990, 4:01 AM- 


| rolled over and was met with an empty, cold spot where Slash should be. | groaned and sat up, quickly running 


to the bathroom due to morning sickness. After | was done, | made my way downstairs. 

"Slash?" | quietly called into the dark kitchen. | heard rustling, but got no response. "Slash? Baby, what're you 
doing?" | mumbled as | flicked on the light. Slash was hunched over, digging through the refrigerator. | chuckled 
softly and sat down on the island. 


"When were you gonna tell me?" Slash asked quietly, shutting the fridge and sitting down across from me, 
eating a leftover ham sandwich. | furrowed my eyebrows. 


"Tell you what?" | asked in confusion. He rolled his chocolatey eyes. 
"You know what. | saw the test in the dumpster. I'm not stupid” He deadpanned. My breath hitched. 
"I was in shock. | thought | was sterile." | lamely explained. 


"So you thought it'd be a good idea to sleep around? Really?" Slash laughed bitterly. "At least tell me what 


poor soul is the father, because we both know it ain't me." He hissed, taking a bit out of his sandwich. 


"l-it doesn't matter. He doesn't need another baby right now." | mumbled, ashamed. Slash raised an eyebrow at 


me. 
"Another? You picked a man who already had a family? Jesus." He groaned, rubbing his temples. 


‘| didn't know he had a kid on the way at the time, thanks. Neither did he. It was a drunken mistake." | said as | 
desperately blocked out the few memories of that night | did have. Slash snickered bitterly. 


"So that's why you got sober. Makes sense now. But c'mon, who's your baby daddy? | have the right to know.’ 


He hounded. | felt tears sting my eyes, here goes my marriage. 
"Nikki." 


Silence. The scariest fucking silence l've ever experienced. 


Slash stood up, and stormed to our room. | frantically wiped the tears that were streaming down my cheeks 
like rivers. | can't blame him for leaving; I'd do the same thing if he got his ex pregnant. | just sat there, 
numbly wiping tear after tear until he finally came back in the room, fully dressed with a suitcase in his hand 


and his guitar case in the other. 


"At least tell the poor fucker. He deserves to know." Slash said monotonously. He already known and just needed 


confirmation, based on his reaction. | shook my head. 


"No, he needs to take care of Brandi first. | can handle this by myself if | need to." | said, looking into his dark 
brown eyes. "The baby needs a father, Slash." | sighed. Slash shook his head. 


"Maybe get it's real one then. Besides, as much as you may hate it, it's half him too. | hate that bastard, but 
he deserves to know. You know it's true, Destiny." And with that, he walked out the door. My marriage had 
officially ended. 


| covered my face as | sobbed. Slash has every right to leave. | drove him away. | put my hand on my 


stomach and sighed. 

"Guess it's just you an' me now, little buddy." 

-JANUARY 30th 1991- 

"One! Two! Three! PUSH" The doctor said, encouraging me to push harder. | groaned loudly in pain as | pushed. 
"That's it, you're doing great! He's almost here, mama" Sheryl cheered, brushing my sweaty hair out of my 
face. | nodded and let out a choked groan. Sheryl, my mom, and Karolyn were there for moral support; two of 
the three having already experienced giving birth. 

| felt a sharp pain and closed my eyes; tears filled my eyes when | heard a baby's cry fill the room. | let out a 
sob of happiness and looked up at my mom, who handed me my little boy. | smiled and looked down at his 
angelic face. He already looked just like Nikki. 

"He's healthy, right?" | asked quietly. The doctor looked a little nervous. 

"Well, he's four weeks premature, and underweight so we'll have to keep him for a few days for observation 
But long term, he should be fine. Maybe a little small, but fine." She said looking at her clipboard. | nodded and 
handed him to my mom, for her to give him a bath. 


"Do you have the name picked out?" 


"Jesse Franklin Blaine Gibson" 


"Father's name?" 

| inhaled sharply. Talk about a moment of truth. 
"Not present” 

-MARCH 199l- 


| smiled as Jesse grinned up at me goofily. He giggled as | made weird faces at him, playing with his little hands. 
I'd never felt such love to something so small. He's tiny, even at two an a half months he's just now the size 


of a one month old. 


"Who's Mama's little boy? You are! Mama loves you, Jesse Blaine." | cooed, scooping him up and carrying him to 
the kitchen | fed him and gently set him down in his high chair, eating a bowl of cereal. After | pumped some 
milk for tomorrow, | put Jesse to bed for the night. 


| went into the living room of my secluded home and flopped down on the couch. A lot has happened in these 
past few months. | had completely dropped out of the outside world; for Jesse's protection. | don't want my 
baby boy exposed to the world, the press can be vicious. Not to mention | don't want to ruin my or Nikki's 
reputation. Mistresses that get pregnant are really bad for a persons name. One thing | am grateful for is the 


fact | can smoke again. 


| dozed off, dreaming of all the things I'm gonna teach Jesse. 


Daddy's Home 


-199b- 

"Come on, Jesse James! Time to bake cookies!" | yelled excitedly to Jesse. He cheered and | heard him running 
down the hall. "Be careful, Jess!" | yelled to him, shortly before hearing a thud. | sighed and rushed down the 
hall. He really is his Mama's son. 

"Momma | felll" Jesse screeched, standing up and looking at his knees. 


"You ok, Honey Bear?" | asked sympathetically as | examined his knees. He nodded and hugged me. 


‘lm ok, Mama" He said with a smile. | smiled and picked him up, carrying him into the kitchen in my New York 
flat. 


The press had figured out | was still in Los Angeles so | moved us as quickly as possible. We stayed out in the 
country for a few years, but after my fame had pretty much died we moved to NYC. My hair was blonde, 
and my tattoos were always covered so almost no one can recognize me. 

| set Jesse down on the chair by the counter and started getting out the ingredients | needed to teach Jesse 
how to make chocolate chip cookies. | almost dropped the eggs when the doorbell rang. | sighed and chuckled a 
bit, setting down the eggs as Jesse giggled at me. "Stay here, baby." | said as | walked down the hallway to the 


door. 


| almost passed out when | opened my front door. There stood Nikki Sixx, my ex fiancé and Jesse's estranged 


father, in all of his glory. | blinked a few times in confusion. "Nikkk.?" | breathed out 

He exhaled, almost like he was as dazed as | was. He nodded softly and ran his fingers through his hair. 

"Hi, Destiny." Nikki said, looking me in the eyes. | felt my heart soften despite my best efforts to keep cool 
"W-what are you doing here?" | asked softly. 

"Im here to see you. Brandi divorced me because of the papers and we have to talk" He explained. | nodded 


| couldn't stop myself, | hugged him. He hugged me back tightly and | felt the familiar love and security 
radiating off of him. 


"Mama? Who's that?" Jesse's small voice asked, startling us both. | pulled back from Nikki and knelt down in 
from of my son, brushing his hair out of his face. 


"I thought | told you to stay in there? Go wait for me in the kitchen, Jess. I'll be right there and we can make 


cookies, hm?" | asked him calmly. He nodded and took one last long look at Nikki before running down the hall 
"Who was that?" Nikki asked firmly. | exhaled 

"My son, Jesse Blaine." | vaguely elaborated 

"Anything you would like to tell me?" He asked, a little harshly. | straightened up and raised an eyebrow. 
"No, not particularly. Why? Anything yo would like to tell me?" | asked defensively. 


"Yeah, actually. Have you seen the magazines? They're all raving about ‘Destiny Gibs' love child with Nikki Sixx." 
Nikki angrily said. | crossed my arms and looked him in the eye. 


"You were married with a baby on the way. You and | both know it wouldn't have gone well" | stubbornly 


explained. 


"So that gave you the rights to hide my own son from me? You made me miss six very important years of 


his life! You made me like my father!" He hissed venomously. 


"For the good of alll Do you really want that little boy in there to grow up as Nikki Sixx's illegitimate son?! Did 
you WANT to get divorced before your baby was born?!" | seethed. 


"What if | did?! Maybe | wanted you and tried to show you, but once again you were too blind to see it! You 


never have taken hints well" Nikki almost growled. | narrowed my eyes at him. 
"He's my sonl! Its my job to protect him! You know how hard that would've been on him." | glared. 


Nikki stared me down, fury shining in his emerald eyes. "I will be in my son's life from now on. Whether you like 
it or not, Destiny." He said before storming out and slamming the door. | rubbed my temples and leaned on the 
door. At least Jesse has a father now.. 

| sighed and picked up the phone. After giving it much thought, | realized Nikki was right. Jesse deserves his 
father. Unfortunately, | don't know if Nikki will hate me forever for hiding Jesse from him. Plus | missed Nikki. 


"Nikki? Its Destiny. | think we need to talk.” 
-THIRD PERSON POV- 
Nikki scooped up the little boy, almost his little clone, and carried him to the bed. He gently placed him down 


and tucked him in. The little boy giggled and looked up at his daddy in admiration. Nikki smiled at his son, and 
pushed his sandy blonde hair out of his green eyes. 


"What'd you say was your favorite song, Jess?" Nikki asked him as he sat on the edge of the bed next to 


Jesse. 


"Umm, Holt on Losely. Mama sings it to me every night" Jesse stuttered, beaming. Nikki raised his eyebrows in 


surprise and chuckled. 


"Huh." Nikki mumbled to himself as he remembered all the times he and Destiny jammed out together to that 


song. 
-FLASHBACK- 


"JUST HOLD ON LOOSELY! BUT DON'T LET GO!" Nikki and Destiny yelled together; sharing a short kiss before 


singing the next verse. 


"IF YOU CLING TOO TIGHTLY, YOU'RE GONNA LOOSE CONTROL!" They sang over the record. Jumping up and 


down, and dancing around. They were in total bliss. 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah." Nikki sang the last verse as he took Destiny by surprise and dipped her. She let out a tiny 


squeak of surprise, but was perfectly content in his arms. 


They both giggled like lovesick teenagers as they stared into one another's eyes. Destiny gently cupped his 
cheek and pressed her lips to his, kissing him softly. Nikki smiled into the kiss and kissed her back lovingly. 
After a few minutes he pulled back. 


"| love you.” 
-END OF FLASHBACK- 


Nikki smiled down at his son. "You see it all around you, 
Good lovin’ gone bad, 


And usually it's too late when you, realize what you had, 
And my mind goes back to a girl | left some, years ago (Who told me) 


Just hold on loosely, 
But don't let go, 
If you cling to tightly, 


You're gonna lose control, 


Your baby needs someone to believe in, 


And a whole lot of space to breathe in, 


I's so damn easy, when your feelings are such 
To overprotect her, to love her too much, 
Don't let her slip away, 

Sentimental fool, 


Don't let your heart get in her way, 
Yeah, yeah, yeah, 


Just hold on loosely, 
But don't let go, 
If you cling too tight, babe, 


You're gonna loose control, 


Hold on loosely, 

But don't let go, 

If you cling too tight, babe, 

You're gonna loose control, 

Yeah, yeah, yeah." He sang, shortening the lyrics a bit. Jesse grinned up at his father, the light shining in his 


green eyes making his father's heart swell. 


"Get some sleep, buddy. Mama's coming to see us tomorrow and we don't wanna disappoint her by being tired” 


Nikki said, kissing Jesse on top the head. The little blonde hugged his daddy and nodded. 
"Ok, Daddy. | love you." He said with a small yawn. Nikki smiled softly and ruffled his hair. 


"I love you too, Jess. Night night.” He said before turning on the nightlight and flicking the light switch off. 


Mending Bridges 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's so short! 


"Nikki, l-Im sorry | kept Jesse from you. | was just trying to do what | thought was best. | didn't want to be 
the reason your marriage had problems or Jesse to be thought of poorly." | sighed as | looked down at my 


iced tea. 


Nikki and | were trying to work out our differences; not only for Jesse, but for ourselves too. Nikki observed 


me, almost like he was trying to decide if | was lying or not. 
"Do you still have that tattoo?" He asked quietly. | shot him a confused look. 


"Your initials?" | asked looking into his eyes. Nikki nodded and took a sip of his coffee, his eyes never leaving 
mine. "Yeah. | could never bring myself to get rid of them." | admitted quietly. 


Nikki nodded and bit his lip, lost in his own thoughts. We sat there in silence for a while. Then suddenly he 
spoke. 


"Look, even if this doesn't work out, | wanna try. For Jesse's sake." He said quietly. | nodded, a little hurt, but | 
understood. 


"Nikki, I-," | started but | was cut off by Jesse running out and hugging Nikki's legs. 
"Daddy!" Jesse squealed in excitement. | watched with a smile as Nikki picked him up and hugged him. 
"Hey there, cowboy!" Nikki laughed, straightening Jesse's small cowboy hat. Jesse grinned up at Nikki. 


"Daddy, | protected Mommy from the wild Indians, just like you said!" He giggled. | raised my eyebrows and 
watched as a small blush made it's way into Nikki's face. 


"That's my boy! Ain't no one gonna hurt our little lady with this fearsome sherif in town" Nikki said in a 


horrible Wild West accent, bouncing Jesse on his knees. 


"You go on and play with your wild cow dog, Jess." Nikki said, setting him down and patting him on the back. 
Jesse nodded and took off with the Collie | got him for his birthday. 


"You're great with him, you know." | said, smiling at him. Nikki smiled and scratched the back of his neck. 


"It doesn't take much. He's a great kid." He said. | grinned. 


"He's our little boy though, so I'm a little worried if that statement will last long term." | laughed, making Nikki 


laugh and put his arm around me. 

"We're in for a helluva ride" He chuckled. 

"Nikki." | mumbled. 

"Yeah?" He looked down at me, his green eyes sparkling with curiosity. 
"| love you." Nikki smiled and leaned down to kiss me. 

'I love you, too." He said right before our lips made contact. 


"Ew! You're gonna get cooties!" Jesse yelled in disgust. Pointing a finger at us. Nikki and | separated and grinned 


at each other. 


| hopped up and ran over to Jesse, scooping him up and kissing all over his cheeks. Nikki copied my actions, 
putting his arms around us both. 


"Oh no, now we all have cooties!" Jesse yelled in disgust. | laughed and kissed his forehead. 


In that moment, | had never been happier. No party, concert, press release, nothing could compete. | had Nikki, 


Jesse, and a successful band. 


The End 


Author's Notes: 
| AM SO SORRY THIS TOOK SO LONG! Thank you to all of those that have stuck with me! This is so bittersweet 


to write! | may write more with this story eventually. 


-1991- 
"Do you, Nikki Sixx, take this woman, to love and to hold, through sickness and in health, til! death do you part?" 


The maon said. 


"| do." Nikki beamed down at me. | was smiling so wide it hurt, but | couldn't stop. 


"And do you, Marissa Gibson, take this man to love and to hold, through sickness and in health, til! death do 
you part?" The preacher asked. 


"| do." | said quickly. Everyone chuckled at my excitement. 


We had decided not to have a huge wedding, only inviting close friends and family. It was rather mild really, | 


was in a rather casual white dress and Nikki's suit was fairly casual too. 


The church was small, but had large stained glass windows that created large, colorful patterns on the floor. 


We even had a few of the non-stained windows open to let a small breeze through. 


It was gorgeous, the setting sun adding a glowing gold tone. | couldn't have asked for a more perfect wedding 


day. 


"| now pronounce you, husband and wife. You may now kiss the bride." Before the preacher had even finished 


the sentence, Nikki was kissing me. 


It was perfect, even with Jesse's cheers of disgust in the background. My teenage dreams had finally come 


true. 


| pulled away from him and grinned up at him. As soon as our eyes met, we both burst into a fit of giggles 


like a couple of kids. That's all we really are in hindsight; just a couple of overgrown children 


| looked at the people we had invited. My mom was crying, my dad was smiling bittersweetly, my bandmates 


and sister were making obvious innuendos along with Nikki's bandmates. 


Jesse, Gunner, Storm and Decker couldn't contain themselves anymore and bum rushed us. Nikki and | laughed 


and hugged them. | heard the click of a camera and turned to see my mom taking pictures of us. 


| laughed when she handed me one. Nikki had Gunner and Decker in his arms, while | had Storm and Jesse in 
mine. We were all laughing. It was probably my favorite wedding picture we took; the unplanned way it was 


taken let the true happiness and love shine through. 


Thankfully, the kids loved each other and loved us, so we were a real family. | was worried Nikki's kids would 


hate me, but | think | got pretty lucky. They're the best step-kids | could ask for. 


| looked over at Nikki, who was smiling like a fool and hugging our son. | can't wait for our married lives to 
begin. 


| guess life's pretty great. Oh who am | kidding; it's beautiful. Sometimes the outcome is worth the pain, and 
this is no exception. 


Nikki and | both have been through hell. But seeing our now happy family has made it all worth it. 


-EPILOGUE- 


"Nikki! We're gonna be late!" | yelled up the stairs. Only Nikki Sixx would be late to his own band's movie 


premiere. 


"Oh quit worrying! We'll get there on time!" Nikki yelled as he came down the stairs. | rolled my eyes and 


touched up my lipstick in the mirror. 


Nikki came up behind me and kissed me on the cheek. | smiled at him through the mirror, and turned around to 


straighten his hat. 
"How many times do | have to tell you | like it crooked" He laughed. | chuckled. 


"Well, my memory isn't quite what it used to be, so probably at least a few more times." | said, batting his 
hands away and fixing it anyway. He chuckled. 


"You're something else." | grinned at him. 
"You know love it" | rebutted. Nikki rolled his eyes with a chuckle. 
"You're not wrong." He smiled. 


Before we got in the car, | pulled him in for a quick kiss. Over twenty years with this man and | still can't 
contain myself around him. 


"Can you fucking believe we made it here?" Nikki asked me with a small smile. | smiled. 


"Barely. Can you?" He gave me his signature smirk. 


"Not at all." 


